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PREFATORY NOTE. 

The following work Las been in preparation for years. 
Curiously enough, since the poem was planned and 
practically completed, an Earthquake has been actually 
felt on the south coast of England, and London itself 
has been slightly threatened. 

The present volume, containing the first three days 
or sections, is practically complete in itself. The second 
and concluding volume is ready, and will be published 
after a short interval. 

ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
London, November 13, 1885. 
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AD MATREM. 



I. 

One deathless flame, one holy name, 
One light that shines where'er I move, 

Are thine, out of whose life I came, 
Through whom I live and love. 

Dearest, I knew thee ere I knew 
Myself, and, stirring to thy breath, 

From fountains of thy soul I drew 
This soul discerning Death. 

The light of sun and stars, the clear 
Still air of yonder azure space, 

The seas and sands of this green sphere, 
That is my dwelling-place. 

All form, all motion, all delight, 
Fused in thy frame flash'd on to mine, 

Grew quick, and woke to sense and sight, 
And last, to Love divine ! 



DEDICATION. 

A thousand gifts the green earth gives 
Ont of the fulness of her breast, 

But she by whom one loves and lives 
Is God's gift, and the best 

Fair type of tenderness and power, 
Of Love whence all things sweetly flow, 

Constant as God through every hour 
Of happiness or woe, — 

My Mother, take the book I bring, 
Sure of thy blessing on my brow ! 

This life of mine, these songs I sing, 
Are thine, — for they are thou ! 

Yea, they are thine, as they are his, 
That other part of thee and me, 

Who greeted with a father's kiss 
The child upon thy knee. 

V 

He is not lost (or all were lost) ; 

His voice ere long shall call us hence : 
Unchanged he stands, though he has crost 

The borderland of sense. 

For God were as a drop of dew, 

If individual love could fall 
Back from the conscious type, whereto 

It floweth, crowning all ! 



\ 



DEDICATION. 

When yonder sun has ceased to shine, 
This earth subsist, those waters roll, 

God shall preserve each breathing sign 
Of Love's eternal soul ! . . • . 

One deathless flame, one holy name, 
One light that shines where'er I move, 

Are thine, out of whose life I came, 
Through whom I live and love ! 

II. 

Even as I utter' d in such wise 
Thy praises, kneeling on my knee, 

The Spirit with the pitiless eyes 
Came up and gazed on thee ! 

He lingered long beside thy bed, 
But hour by hour his face grew fair : 

The greater Spirit overhead 
Was listening to my prayer ! 

Ah yes ! He smiled on thee and me, 
Our Father who is in the skies : 

I felt His mercy — I could see 
His strange, still, tearless eyes ! 

I clasped thee to my aching heart, 
I prayed till the dread Shape pass'd on 

God heard my cry — He did not part 
The mother and the son ! 



DEDICATION. 

And all my pains and lonely fears 
Trembled to rapturous hope, and lo ! 

In passionate prayer that broke to tears 
I watch'd the Shadow go ! 

III. 

I asked for bread — a stone was given ; 

I asked for Fame — men mock'd at me ; 
I asked for Love — my heart was riven 

By man's worst cruelty. 

I wander'd haunted and alone, 
I sank in doubts from day to day ; 

The snake Detraction crawl'd upon 
The roof 'neath which I lay. 

I rush'd into the world, and smote 
The first proud foe that pass'd along ; 

Then treachery fastened on my throat 
And drained my soul of song. 

Yet, dearest, thou wast one of three 
Who watch'd beside me, white as snow : 

More rich than any king could be 
Was I, yet did not know ! 

Fool, to be clamouring for gold, 
When I possess'd a wealth divine ! 

Fool, to ask praises from the cold 
World, when the worlds were mine ! 



DEDICATION. 

Fool, to go arm'd in hate and fear, 
When Heaven itself broke blue above ; 

Yea, thrice a fool, too deaf to hear 
The still small voice of Love ! 

Three angels to my hearth were given- 
Margaret, Mary, Harriett — 

One watching waits in yonder heaven, 
But two are with me vet. 

Margaret with the mother's eyes, 
The sad grey hair, the holy mien, 

Walks by my side, while Mary lies 
Under the kirkyard green. 

[For darkness wrapt me like a cloud, 
While the pale spirit men name Death 

Came, with white lilies and a shroud, 
And hush'd an angel's breath.] 

And she, Love's youngest child divine, 
Cloth'd on with radiance heavenly sweet, 

Places her little hand in mine 
And guides my faltering feet ! 



The earthly tumult fades away, 
The waters sigh, the stars keep chime, 

Rose-red the great celestial Day 
Walks the waste waves of Time. 



DEDICATION. 

And so one thing at least is sure — 
Love, and the fountain whence it flows ! 

God keep me passionately pure 
To drink its deep repose ! 

Bring me no laurel wreaths to deck 
My brow, no gold in large increase ; 

Twine loving arms around my neck, 
And chain my soul to peace ! 

K. B. 



Southend-on-Sea, Essex, 
May 1885. 
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THE EXODUS OF LADY BARBARA. 
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PRELUDE. 

That summer when the shocks of Earthquake came 
Under the very streets of the Great City, 
The Lady Barbara was the first to fly ; 
Yet flew not far, but pausing with her train 
At Ferndale Priory, on the banks of Tweed, 
Sat in the sun and held her frighten'd court. 

Now thus the thing befelL The first shock came 

At midnight, when the City partly slept, 

But here and there, where lights of feast were lit 

And men and women circled in the dance, 

A murmur like the very voice of God, 

A rocking like the rocking of the Deep, 

r 

Came, and the revellers looked at one another 
In terror dumb as death ; a moment's space, 



io PRELUDE. 

And all again was still, and haggard men 

Question'd if it had only been a dream. 

Next day the public journals blazed abroad 

The nameless terror ; how at dead of night 

A deep vibration like a thunder-crash, 

Faint yet distinct, brief yet electrical, 

Had run through London ; how some fiery force, 

Volcanic, geocentric, such as that 

Which in the former time laid Lisbon low, 

Had stirred the roots of that vast tree of life, 

The mighty City ; how the troubled Thames 

Had risen like a serpent in the night, 

And, shuddering, overflown its slimy banks ; 

How the dark streets were shaken, rocked, and riven, 

Above the sudden and mysterious swell 

Of some dark subterranean sea of fire. 



With hand half-palsied from a nameless fear, 
The newsman nigh forgot his flowers of speech, 
Telling of columns tottering to the fall, 
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Of shattered dwellings and of hroken panes, 

Of sleepers wakening in the dead of night, 

Their white beds surging like the waves o' the sea ! 

At limehouse, on the troubled river-side, 
A factory had fallen ; farther east, 
A narrow street had open'd to its sewers, 
Just wide enough to show the seams of stone, 
While the black dwellings upon either side, 
With fissured walls and crackling window-panes, 
Rock'd back from their foundations, but as yet 
Stood firm and fell not ; on the western side 
Of great St. Paul's, by folk descried at dawn, 
A running crack like forked lightning ran — 
Strange as the fabled writing on the wall, 
And, like that writing, ominous of doom. 
Yet, for the rest, the City stood unscathed. 
The Earthquake, like a monster lioness 
Watching its victim, some poor helpless lamb, 
Having first stretched one cruel fatal claw 



12 PRELUDE. 

To strike it into terror, crouch'd unseen, 
While through the affrighted victim's feeble frame 
Trembled mesmeric thrills of nameless fear 
And dangerous expectation. All next day 
The trouble and the hum of terror grew, 
And when again the clouds of darkness fell, 
Men feared to creep into their beds and sleep, 
Lest the dark Deep should open under them ! 
So many sat in vigil, listening 
All through the solemn watches of the night, 
Which nevertheless passed by in starry peace ; 
And when the next night, and the next again, 
Went by in silence, London breath'd once more, 
The sounds of life once more grew jubilant, 
And from their watch-towers and observatories 
The hierarchy of Science reassured 
The trembling townsfolk, bade them cast off fear, 
Because the threat of doom had passed away. 

But on the fourth night, when the streets were still, 
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Another throb from earth's fierce heart of fire 
Kan through the City with a thunder-shock, 
Though feebler than the first : once more the Thames 
Rose loudly sobbing and o'erswept its bed ; 
Once more the streets and walls chattered like teeth ; 
Once more men wakened shuddering out of sleep 
With that dread sough of warning in their ears ! 



Then preachers prophesied the end of all, 
Doom, and the opening of the seventh great seal ; 
While in the lonely streets and crowded lanes 
The haggard folk clustered as thick as ants 
Which feel the anthill crumbling underneath 
Uprooted by the mole ; the palaces 
Were empty of their regal butterflies ; 
The parks and public squares were desolate, 
The theatres abandoned to the dust, 
And all glad sounds of merriment and feast 
Hushed in the princely dwellings of the proud. 
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But in the city still, and in the marts 
The lamps of commerce flickered timorously ; 
A few pale men still walked about on 'Change, 
And in the darkened vaults of dusty banks 
Gaunt slaves still guarded gold. 

Then first of those 
Who fled before the dark Cimmerian threat 
Was that young wife whose delicate nether limbs 
Were brawly buskin'd with celestial blue — 
The Lady Barbara of Kensington. 
Who doth not know our Barbara the learned, 
Flower of Midlothian and the agnostic queen, 
Who, full of culture to the finger tips, 
A Scots earl's daughter, born 'neath Arthur's Seat, 
Young, bonnie, winsome, and a poetess, 
Married the little Yankee millionaire, 
And flitted from the North to Babylon 1 
Her London mansion was the home of Art, 
In style antique, with Argus on the walls 
And " Salve " on the threshold of the door ; 
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THE EXODUS OF LADY BARBARA. 15 

Her guests the very learned of the land 

And every guest a lion great or small. 

All through the season to her afternoons 

The favourites of Fashion and the Muse, — ' 

The last great traveller in gorilla-land, 

The newest painter or musician, 

The poet latest found and most divine, — 

Flock'd, sure of worship and a cup of tea ; 

But chiefly (for our Barbara, understand, 

Was nothing if not philosophical !) 

The modern savant and the scientist, 

The students of the heavens and the earth, 

Professors of all 'ologies and 'isms, 

Found there a welcome ; there, in tongues diverse 

As those $hat puzzled Babel long ago, 

They wrangled o'er the nebular theory, 

The spectrum of the tail of the new comet 

Just seen in Gapricornus, Bastian's scheme 

Of life's beginning. Nor the occult alone, 

But every male or female wanderer 
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Out of the beaten highway of the creeds 

Was gathered into Barbara's peaceful fold : 

The castaway who had in soul's despair, 

His cassock lost, his prayer-book left i' the hold, 

Plunged overboard from that old ship the Church, 

Now tossing water-logg'd amidst the storm ; 

The Arian and the Unitarian, 

The lady Medium, the Spiritualist, 

The ^Esthetic, who, proclaiming Art for Art, 

Carving his God on his own handiwork, 

Proves totem-worship not an empty dream, 

But when the murmur of the Earthquake came, 
The teacup trembled in the scoffer's hand, 
The wise looked foolish, and the lions ran 
Lowing together like affrighted stirks. 
In that dread moment, he who faced the Sphynx 
And read annihilation in its eyes, 
Who, from the cynosure of mastery, 
Survey'd the conflict and the wreck of worlds, 
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Saw suns grow dark like torches suddenly 
Plunged hissing into water, and foretold, 
With scientific equanimity, 
The sure extinction of the human race, 
Became as terror-stricken as a bairn 
Who, waking suddenly at dead of night 
To find the night-light out, begins to wail. 
Then many named God's Judgment with a sigh 
Who thitherto had named it with a smile ! 

But ever fleet in feminine resolve, 

And now made fleeter by a fluttering fear, 

Our Barbara did not pause to think or pray, 

But, followed by her folk and husband, fled 

Back to her native Scotland, where she dwelt 

In safety at the Priory, gathering 

Faint rumours from the City far away. 

Thence, when her fears had time for breathing space, 

And when no message of destruction came, 

She issued to her chosen votaries 

b 
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18 PRELUDE. 

Sweet-scented missives in her own fair hand, 
Bidding them, while the terror held the City, 
To attend her Court of Learning, bright and glad 
As any mediaeval Court of Love, 
In that fair dwelling on the banks of Tweed. 

In flocks they came, the apostles of the creeds, 
Poets and painters and philosophers, 
Teachers and preachers, lions, lionesses, 
Long-haired aesthetes, long-winded scientists ; 
And since the Priory could not lodge them all, 
The inns and cottages around about 
Were full of spectacled and bearded men, 
Whose strange ways made the country people gape 
In wonder and in awe ; but every day 
They gathered at the Priory, droning there 
Like bees about their queen. 

'Twas summer time. 
The hills and vales had put their glory on, 
And wandering in Barbara's Paradise, 
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You would have thought the world as sweet and safe 

As on Creation's day. Fronting the south, 

Upon the shoulder of a woody brae, 

The broad and comely modern mansion stood, 

And pausing on its air-hung terraces 

You saw beneath you on the river-side 

The roofless ruin whence it took its name. 

All round stretched park and pale, with colonnades 

Where the horse-chestnut spread its seven-leafed fan 

And broke to amber foam of waxen blooms 

O'er deep green dells where dappled fallow deer 

Like restless shadows among shadows moved ; 

With ponds of silver, where with dripping urn 

The marble Naiad o'er her image hung, 

Girt with the water-lily's oilM leaves ; 

With sweeps of fronded fern and flowery knolls 

As full of twinkling ears and watchful eyes — 

Coney and squirrel, doe and leveret — 

As any happy dell in Fairyland ! 

Beyond the woodland, sloping to the banks, 
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20 PRELUDE. 

Were sharen lawns with flower-edged paths between. 
In midst of these, upon the river-side, 
Clearly reflected in the running river, 
The Priory ruins, roofless, windowless, 
And thickly carpeted with emerald grass. 



Here, where the. uncut hair o* the grass grows deep, 

The summer light falls solemn and subdued,. 

While entering the mouldering roofless walls, 

Pencilled with golden moss and lichens grey 

Where'er the night-black ivy doth not crawl, 

You see the jackdaws in a cawing crowd, 

Like spirits of the long-departed monks, 

Kise from the topmost ruins clamorously 

And flit against the azure patch of sky. 

The world, the thought of man, dissolves away, 

And with a sea of stillness overhead 

You walk in awe, even like a charmed man 

Pacing the voiceless bottom of the Deep. 
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THE EXODUS OF LADY BARBARA, 21 

Crossing the ivy-hung refectory 
You glide beneath a broad low porch of stone, 
And in a moment, ere you know it, pass 
From shadow into sunlight, — for you stand 
Upon a terrace set with flowery urns 
Descending to the very water's brim. 
Upon that terrace, in the summer sheen, 
There stands the figure of a naked Faun, 
Goat-eared, goat-footed, playing on his pipes 
And smiling like the very Pan himself. 
Straightway upon the ears (or so it seems) 
There comes the summer sound of singing birds, 
Of fountains falling, runlets murmuring, 

Leaves rustling, wood and valley echoing 
In joy primeval to that sylvan sound ) 

And glancing back upon the Priory walls, 

O'er which the jackdaws hover in a crowd, 

You half expect to see the monks appear, 

Horned like satyrs, shouting, streaming forth 

To foot it to the merry pipes of Pan. 
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Upon this terrace sat, one summer day, 
Our hostess, smiling 'neath her parasol 
On troops of motley guests ; close to her side 
Three Graces, cousins, born in Annandale, 
"With country cheeks of strawberry and cream ; 
A little in the background, grimly pleased, 
Cigar in mouth, straw hat upon his head, 
Midas, her husband. Scattered here and there, 
Grouped on the flowery lawns and garden seats, 
In summer costumes brighter than the flowers, 
Or learnM suits of philosophic black, 
The fugitives from threaten'd Babylon ; 
While in and out the Priory's ruin'd walls, 
Like glad bees swarming in and out the hive, 
Throng'd others, garrulous as the busy daws 
Gossiping in the ivy overhead. 
Some on the shining river rowed and sang, 
Fluttering in shallops round the granite stairs ; 
Some promenaded, deep in learn'd talk ; 
While liveried lacqueys and trim serving lasses 
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Moved here and there with baskets of ripe fruit, 
Clusters of grapes, and draughts of mountain dew. 
Twas like a golden glimpse of Arcady 
Painted by Watteau for a happy court, 
With nymphs and satyrs neatly modernised, 
Shepherds and shepherdesses gaily dight 
As shapes of Dresden china, bright and clean. 
The Priory in the background, dark and grey 
Against a sky of clear and burning gold, 
And in the foreground such a sylvan view 
Of winding water, fields of growing grain, 
Clusters of woodland, knolls and bosky bowers, 
Melting away to dim blue heathery hills, 
As made the place seem Arcady indeed ! 
Golden the prospect, earth and azure heaven 
Mingling their happy lights like Life and Love, 
And eyes that on the winding river gazed 
Could scarce discern within those crystal depths 
Water from heaven, heaven from the heavenly 
stream. 



24 PRELUDE. 

" What news from London ? " Lady Barbara cried 
To one, a little dapper scientist, 
Fresh from the train, who trotted to her seat 
Shaking her small gloved hand ; and with a smile 
The new-comer replied, " The City stands ! 
And though the streets and marts are empty still 
Of all save those who are over poor to fly, 
Many believe the peril passed away. 
This morning's journals say a shock was felt 
On Thursday at Madrid ; if so, the fires 
Whose fierce pulsations took us unaware, 
Are running southward, back to warmer zones, 
Their tropic birthplace, near the heart of Earth." 

" Pray God it be so," answer'd Barbara ; 

Then turning 'neath her sunshade, she resumed 

Her converse with the group surrounding her : 

" Dear friends, you are right ! — what scene, howe'er so 

bonnie, 
What country merriment, howe'er so merry, 
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Can compensate us children of the age 

For London in the season ? I confess/ 

Though Scottish born and Edinboro' bred, 

From boot to bonnet Fm a Londoner ! 

And even here with chosen friends around 

I miss the mighty flow, the changeful sound, 

Of yon vast ocean of Humanity. 

The canker-worm of Ennui gnaws the heart 

Of Pleasure's full-blown rose ! Come, who'll devise 

Some sport to fleet away the golden time ? 

Who'll lead our drowsy-headed idleness 

In flowery fetters of some pleasant toil, 

Until the Earthquake-Monster is appeased, 

And gladly once again we enter in 

Fashion's celestial gate ? " 

Smiling she paused, 
And for a space none answer'd ; but the air 
Was filled with summer music, and we heard, 
Above the humming of the honey-bees 
That flitted in and out the flowery knolls, 
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The black rooks sleepily cawing, and the dove 
Cooing clear answer from the Priory woods ; 
On a wild apple-tree that clung and bloomed 
High on the ruin'd walls, the blue-wing'd jay 
Flash'd screaming, and along the river-side 
The kingfisher, an azure ray, flew past. 
Thus all things were alive with peaceful joy : 
The daedal Earth, bright faced and golden hair'd, 
"With ample heaving bosom, sighed for bliss, 
Through half-closed eyelids blinking up at heaven ! 

Then one said, " As near Florence long ago 
Gallants and gentle dames that fled the Plague 
Sat 'neath green boughs and passed the golden time 
In dainty tale-telling, that grew divine 
On eloquent Boccaccio's honeyed tongue, 
So let us here, to fleet the summer hours, 
Tell tales of Mirth and Love and Love's disdain ! 
Be thou our Queen of Love, let these thy maids 
Twine a green garland for the brows of him 
Whose tale beguiles the f ever'd fancy best ! " 



I 
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" Alas ! " said Barbara, sighing wearily, 
" The world is old and grey before its time ; 
And that blind god, who used to run before 
Its happy feet, and wave the golden torch, 
Beckoning with smiles, now sits as Darwin's ape 
Upon its shoulder, whispering * Vanity ! ' 
Ours is no Court of Love for amorous dames 
And bonnie cavaliers ; hush'd is Love's lyre, 
Its poet dead, his cold hand on its strings ; 
And all remaining now for man to seek 
Is the great Problem neither bard nor seer 
Has help'd as yet to solve ! " 

Then with a smile 
Cold as the scalpel, Douglas Sutherland, 
Critic and comic vivisectionist, 
Young cynic of the Cynical Review, 
Scot from the mountains, but a renegade 
Forswearing homely porridge and the trews, 
Who, drifting round the compass of the creeds, 
Had found no foothold for his slippery feet, 
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Cried, "The great Problem ever sought by fools, 
Forgetting that whoever fronts the Sphinx, 
And meets her stony glare, must rave till doom ! " 

Here the plump pantheist, Spinoza Smith, 

With luminous eye and hanging underlip, 

Loose gait, lax logic, interposed and said, 

" Better to rave like the old oracle 

Than, quivering like a restless tadpole, haunt 

The muddy shallows of perpetual doubt ! " 

Turning to Barbara, " Since we moderns seek 

A summer pastime like those Florentines, 

Why not let that same Problem be our theme, 

And let each man and woman tell in turn 

Some chronicle of those who, quick or dead, 

Have wander'd problem-haunted through the world ? " 

" Agreed ! " cried Barbara ; then, brightly turning 
Her face upon the groups surrounding her, 
" A golden thought, to employ our idleness 
With tales of meaning and of mystery — 
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Not old wives' rhymes to frighten foolish bairns, 
But stories wise that sad Philosophy, 
The way-worn wandering Jew, still toiling on 
With staff and wallet, croaks at every door ! 
How say you ? Shall our new Decameron 
Take as its theme no little pasteboard god, 
Pink Cupid or bright-eyed Saint Valentine, 
But God Himself, the riddle of the worlds ? " 

Smiling she paused. "We looked at one another, 
And even then we seemed to hear afar 
The murmur of that subterranean voice 
Which thundered from the fiery heart of Earth, 
Threatening the mighty City in its pride. 
"Agreed ! agreed ! " we clamoured, echoing her; 
" Begin the sport, and be yourself our Queen ! " 

" Then thus," said Barbara, " we form our court : 
Be you our maids of honour " — here she smiled 
On the three cousins born in Annandale — 
" Tou gentlemen our faithful cavaliers 
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And braw-drest pages, headed if you please 
By Verity as learned Chamberlain. 
Be thou," she added (turning next to me), 
" Our poet lyrical and laureate, 
Breaking our measured prose at intervals 
To music ; and do thou, Sir Whimsical 
(Nodding her head at Douglas as she spoke), 
Assume the hood and baldrick of the Fool, 
Here at our elbow set, with privilege 
To make a passing jest from time to time 
Of better wiser folk ! " 

Here Douglas seized 
A stalk of foxglove drooping purple bells, 
And shook it, zany-fashion, in the air, 
Crying " By Touchstone and by Kigoletto, 
I accept the scoffer's office cheerfully, 
And on my badge, expect much merriment 
When wise men choose so lunatic a theme ! " 
"To-morrow," laughing added Barbara, 
" Our coronation revels shall begin ; 
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And after that, each summer afternoon, 

We shall conjure you, on your fealty, 

To gather here, and rax your wits to speed 

The solemn pastime. Till yon smiling sun 

Again is near his setting, we dismiss 

Our court, and leave our leal and loving friends 

Free to devise what other sports they please — 

To-morrow we shall mount our throne and reign ! " 

And with that tryst to meet upon the morrow 
We scattered, some to dream about the park, 
Some to explore the neighbouring rocks and woods, 
Some to the dusky Priory libraries, 
To fleet the moments till the dinner-bell 
Should bring the pasturing human flocks together. 
But I, who knew by heart the winding Tweed, 
Wander'd away along the river-side 
Glad-hearted and alone, and drank for hours 
Full sweetness and full summer, pondering 
The green world's problem with a poet's heart. 
'Twas the glad flower-time — over orchard walls, 
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Mossy and golden, softly blushed the pear, 
Though apple-blooms were falling ; scented May 
Ran quick along the hedgerows, white and red ; 
And lilac, scented like a maiden's breath, 
Flower'd in sun-shaded gardens, maiden-like ; 
And lush laburnum shook its locks of gold 
O'er bonnie banks of green and golden broom ; 
The white pea lit its delicate lamps afield, 
And in the lanes speedwell and campion 
Cluster'd round snow-white stars of Bethlehem. 
The bee, with dusty gold upon his thigh, 
Humm'd busily to himself ; the butterfly, 
A winged flower, blew lightly hither and thither ; 
The woods, the fields, the lanes, were all alive 
"With quick-eyed sylvan creatures, numerous 
As motes i 9 the sunshine. Cheerily sung the lark, 
Answer'd from hawthorn branches by the merle, 
Gold-biird and silver-throated. By the river 
The heron stood as motionless as stone 
Over his dim blue double, then arose 
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With soft dark flap of wing, to light again 
Among the speckled shallows lower down. 
Lingering silent on the banks, I saw 
The muddy cabin of the water-rat, 
And in the calm beheld the brown rogue swim, 
Bearing a green leaf for his little house,] 
His whisker d nose above the surface peeping, 
A long bright ripple sparkling in his track. 

Musing I wandered, till, beyond the braes, 

The sun sank crimson among purple isles 

And reefs of black, and from the paling west 

The round thin filmy moon floated like silk, 

Then 'gainst the green transparent topmost leaves 

0' the woodland flutter'd, brightening. Then, the glades 

Darkening, the dusky mavis and the merle] 

Pour'd their precipitate rapture 'mong the boughs, 

And nestling lovers listened as they sang : 

Lover! lover! 

Kiss sweet ! kiss sweet ! sweet ! 

Woo her now I woo her now ! 
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The glassy river sparkled smooth as jet, 
Just touch'd with crystal beams. 

Soft as a leaf 
The gloaming fell, and fluttered like a veil 
Over the half-closed eyelids of the world. 
Stars glimmer'd faintly, opening one by one 
And blossoming above me, while I stole 
Through warmly scented shadows till 1 gained 
Dark fern-clad slopes that ran to hills of heather, 
And looking heavenward saw a painter's vision. 

» 

There like a naked maiden stood the Moon, 

Wading in saffron shallows of the west : 

Timidly, with a tender backward glance, 

She reach'd a faltering foot to feel the way, 

Then, brightly smiling, as the lucent waves 

Wash'd, tipt with splendour, round her swan-white throat, 

Bent forward, cleft the dusk with ivory hands, 

And swam in splendour thro' the seas of night 
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The morrow came ; and, when the sun was high, 

Beneath a silken awning rosy-hued 

Sat Barbara, smiling on her happy court ; 

The Graces near her, Midas at her side, 

And all the Sciences and all the Arts, 

In decent black or motley summer suits, 

Gathered around her : modern Muses too, 

From Sappho Syntax in her spectacles 

To Jennie Homespun, Clapham's idyllist, 

Called " Wordsworth's daughter n by the small reviews. 

Nor lacked we grace of stately company 

From lands beyond the thunders of the Chimes 

Which turn the small beer of the Senate sour : 

Dan Paumanok, the Yankee pantheist, 

Hot gospeller of Nature and the flesh, 

Who, holding soul but body purified, 
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Vaunted the perfect body fifty years, 
Then sank beneath a sunstroke paralyzed, 
A wreck in all save that serener soul 
Outlooking from his grave and patient eyes. 
There sat he, in his chair, a craggy form, 
Snow-bearded, patriarchal, wearing well 
His crown of kindly sorrow. Close to him, 
Miranda Jones, the lyric poetess, 
Lean and aesthetic to the finger-tips, 
Crouched like a pythoness with lissome limbs, 
Pale eyes that swam with sybilline desire, 
And vagrant locks of amber. 

To this last 
Queen Barbara turn'd, and smiling royally cried : 
" Barbara to Miranda i Take the harp, 
And sound the prelude that befits our theme." 
Whereon the other, starting from a trance, 
Answered, " You spoke ? My soul was far away ! 
And watching that old Faun whose stony eyes 
Have seen a hundred summers come and go, 
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Methought lie changed, and on his naked back 
Had drawn a cassock, on his head a cowl, 

And so, transformed into a very monk. 
Moaned answer to bis comrades, turn'd to daws 
There in the Priory, cawing high in the air 
Their jpax vobi&fym I n 

With a laugh then cried 
Douglas the gcpffer, puffing his cigar — 
" The dream was apt, Miranda ! Strip the monk 
In new tunes as in old, you find beneath 
The satyr's skin ; beneath the black rogue's cowl, 
The satyr's swinish leer." But scornfully 
Tossing her python ringlets, she replied — 
<c The monks were men, and in their holy hearts, 
And in their weary eyes, though filled with dust, 
The elemental pagan lingered still. 
I read a tale once in a dusty book 
Bought at a bookstall in a dusty street 
At Florence — how, long centuries ago, 
When all the world was gray because of Christ, 
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A sudden glory of the buried world 
Flashed from the tomb, as Cytherea rose 
From darkness of the weary and rainy sea ; 
And how a monk (no satyr, but a soul 
Pure as this sapphire on my finger, sir !), 
Having with eyes of wonder seen the sight, 
Died of its rapture. Have you heard the tale 1 
I put it into rhymes which Sweetsong praised 
One week I was his guest at Sunbury." 

" Give us the tale ! " we cried, and at a nod 
From Barbara, our queen and arbitress, 
Miranda shook her locks and thus began : — 
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Julia Cstbetea : 

A LEGEND OF THE RENAISSANCE. 

1. 

With shadow black upon the convent wall 

In fierce white light the musing Monk doth crawl ; 

He sees the lizards pass 

Beneath him on the grass ;— 
Silent as they, he stirs, and that is all. 

With blood that slippeth slow as hour-glass sand, 
He weeds the garden with his lean long hand, 

The sun beats down on him, 

But, sunless and most dim, 
His sad eyes downward look upon the land. 
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Fet once or twice he riseth up his height, 
Gaunt as a tree he loometh in the light, 

And gazeth far away 

Where, through the trembling day, 
Borne sits and gleams, insufferably bright. 

His hand he presses on his breast and sighs, 
Towers, churches, temples, wearily he spies ; 
His black eyes blink i' the ray, 
His bloodless cheek keeps grey ; 
He stoops again, and weeds, with weary eyes. 

To him there leapeth one with eager bound, 
Crying, " Ho, Marcus, leave thy garden ground- 
Gird up thy loins and come 
Down to the streets of Borne' — 

m 

Behold the miracle which men have found ! 

"Tis Venus' self, — with lips still poppy-red, 
Light on her cheeks, bright gold upon her head, 
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Divine, yet cold in death, 

Still living without breath, 

As white and chill aa is hep marble bed ; 

" By some dark chemic trick of fingers old 
Embalm'd within that ivory coffin cold, 

A thousand years ¥ the tomb 

Her cheek hath kept its bloom, 
Her eyes their glory, and her hair its gold. 

" Come down and look upon her in her rest, 
Her white hands crost upon her whiter breast ; 

One fold of fleecy dress 

Covers her nakedness ; 
Her face doth smile, as though her dreams are blest." 

The pale monk Marcus scarcely heeds or hears — 
He stands and through the sunlight sadly peers — 

i( Thou ravest, get thee gone ! " 

He murmureth anon— 
Thin sounds his voice, yea, faint aa falling tears. 
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That other crieth, "Doubt me not, but go ! 

Venus awakes ; Rome's buried blossoms blow ; 
Not Christ in His winding-sheet 
Was half so pure and sweet — 

Run to the Capitol, and thou shalt know ! " 

He cries, and soon around him others come, 
All panting, pointing to the far-off dome, — 

Till, drawn from his cold height 

To look upon the sight, 
The pale monk Marcus creepeth down to Rome. 



n. 

Now mark what old traditions tell 
Of how this miracle befell. . . . 

Nigh fifteen centuries had shed 
Their snows upon the sad Earth's head, 
Since on the heights of perfect peace 
Where banqueted the gods of Greece, 
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One starry midnight there did rise 

That pallid Shape with human eyes, 

Who, clad in grave-clothes and thorn-crown'd, 

Stood silently and gazed around 

From face to face, — and as on each 

He looked in sorrow with no speech, 

Each face grew wan and chill as clay, 

And faded wearily away ! 

Ay, one by one those forms had fled, 

Till all the heavenly host were dead, 

Cast down and conque^d, overthrown 

Like broken shapes of marble stone. 

Pallas, with pansies in her hair, 

Like to a statue wondrous fair 

Stricken and falTn ; — Selene white, 

Cold, sleeping in the starry light ; 

Great Zeus, Apollo, and sad Pan, 

With all his flocks Arcadian, 

Strewn down like dead leaves on the tomb 

Of Him who slew them in their bloom. 
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All dead I the brightest and the best ! 
And Cytherea with the test ! 

And now He too, who G&fit in thrall 
All shapes within that banquet-hall, 
Who came to slay and overcome 
The shining gods of Greece and Rome, 
Had crept again to find repose 
In the dark grave from which He rose ; 
And there for fifteen centuries 
Had lain unseen with closed eyes, 
Had slept) and had not stirr'd a limb, 
Though men grew mad for lack of Him. 
"Awake, Christ ! ,? they cried in pain, 
" For lo I no other gods remain ; 
And Thou hast promised to return 
With robes that flame and eyes that burn, 
'Midst thunders-flash and trumpet-peal, 
Legions of angels at Thy heel, 
To take Thy throne, and overwhelm 
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Thine enemies, and rule Thy realm I " 
In tain I Within His clay-cold prison 
Silent He slept, and had not risen^* 
Though all the other gods were fled, 
^Though no god ruled the quick or dead, 
Though all the eyes of Earth were wet, 
He slept, — and had not risen yei 

Meantime, to keep his name in Borne, 
The Eighth Pope Innocent had come 
Instead of Christ, and from Christ's seat 
Thrown down his bastards to the street — 
So withered up with sin and death, 
The dark world drew laborious breath 
Beneath his footstool ; — and no fair 
Dead god would waken to its prayer ! 

It happen'd at this very time, 
When in the sinful Church's slime 
Grew monsters of malignant birth, 
To eat man's substance on the earth, 
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And sit, where gods had sat, in Borne 
(Where Christ would sit if He should come), 
In this dark moment of eclipse, 
When prayer was silent on the lips 
And faith was dead within the thought, 
The mystic miracle was wrought. 
For Lombard workmen, on a day, 
Digging beneath the Appian way, 
Sifting the ruins of Eome dead, 
Untomb'd, in wonder and in dread, 
A marble coffin strangely scroll'd, 
Enwrought with ivory and with gold. 
Stain'd was it with great earthen stains, 
Worn with the washing of the rains, 
And splash'd with blots of blood-red clay, 
But sealed as a shrine it lay ; 
And when they raised it to the light, 
After a thousand years of night, 
Their eyes read its inscription thus : 
" Julia, the child of Claudius I " 
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The Church authorities were brought — 
Great cardinals in raiment wrought 
With gold and red, and trains resplendent 
Of mighty priests and monks attendant ; 
And while these cross themselves and strew 
The coffin cold with holy dew, 
They force the lid, and lo ! they find — 
Not dust to scatter on the wind, 
Not bleaching bones, not blacken'd clay 
Horrible in the light of day, 
Nought o'er whose sweetness Death hath power, 
Not dark corruption, — but a Flower ! 

Flower of the flesh, as soft and new 
As when she drank the sun and dew, 
Golden her hair with light from heaven, 
As if she slept but yester-even ; 
Her lips, that softly lay apart, 
Still red as any beating heart ; 
Her form, still fairy-like and bright, 



V 
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Though marble-cold and lily-white, — 
Her hands, unwither'd, softly prest 
Upon her still unstained breast, — 
A Maiden Flower she slumberM there, 
After a thousand years still fair, 
Within her white sarcophagus. 

" Julia, the child of Claudius ! " 

Out of the coffin cold as ice 
Eich fumes of cinnabar and spice 
Still floated ; as she lay within 
Flower-sweet she scented, and her skin 
Shone as anointed. One soft fold 
Of precious woof around her rolTd 
Half veiled, with its transparent dress, 
Her lithe and luminous loveliness ; 
Upon her wrists bracelets of gold 
Were fastened ; on one finger cold 
GlimmerU an onyx ring. So sweet, 
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She lay, embalm'd from head to feet, 

Kept (by some secret long forgot) 

Without a stain, without a spot, 

As when, a thousand years before, 

In days of god and emperor, 

She closed her eyes and slumber'd thus. 

" Julia, the child of Claudius ! " 

When thus she turn'd with soft last breath 

Into the chilly arms of Death, 

She might have seen the happy light 

Some sixteen years,~but form so bright 

Ne'er trembled between childish glee 

And tremulous virginity. 

Only a child ; yet far too fair 

i 

For any child of mortal air, 
Since Passion's fiery flame, it seem'd, 
Still play'd about her locks, and streamed 
From 'neath her eyelids ; and her limbs 
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Were amber with such light as swims 
Bound Love's own altar ; and her lips, 
TJntouch'd by darkness or eclipse, 
Were wonderful and poppy-red 
"With kisses of a time long dead, — 
When Love indeed in naked guise 
Still walk'd the world with awful eyes 
And flaming hair. So fair she lay, 
Burning like amber in the ray, 
As burns a lamp with sweet oils fed 
Within some shrine no foot may tread, 
No hand of any mortal mar ; 
And as men gaze on some new star, 
Men marvell'd while they gazed on her. 



Soundly she slept, and did not stir : 

And far away beyond the sea 

The white Christ slept as sound as she ! 
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They bore her to the Capitol, 

And left her lying, where the whole 

Of Borne might look upon her face. 

And lo ! her beauty filTd the place 

Like very sunlight, and her lips 

Seem'd redder, and her finger-tips 

Fink-tinted, and the scent that came 

Out of her mouth seem'd fraught with flame 

Of a live burning heart ; and lo ! 

Her gold-hair caught a deeper glow, 

Making an aureole of light 

Around her forehead waxen white ; 

And those who gazed upon her thus, 

Within her white sarcophagus, 

Were awed, and felt their hearts grow faint 

Like folk that look on some dead saint. 

" No saint is she/' the pale priests said, 
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" But of an evil beauty dead 

The ghost accurst. Behold again 

The pagan world that Christ hath slain, 

Kept by the charm of God, to show 

The fate of fairest flesh below ! " 

And as they murmuVd thus anew 

They sprinkled her with holy dew, 

And while they sprinkled her some thought 

The sleeper smiled ! 

And thus through Borne, 
And o'er the land, and past the foam, 
The rumour of her glory flies; 
And flocking underneath the skies 
From dawn to sunset, great crowds press 
To look upon her loveliness. 
Prelates and kings and courtiers throng 
With priests and nobles ; old and young ; 
Matron and maid and girl o' the street, 
And wicked women scented sweet ; 
Soldier and beggar, monk and clown ; 
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Nuns from the cloisters, peasants brown 
From the far hills — 

Last, to the place 
There cometh, deathly pale of face, 
His heart scarce flattering in his breast, 
The tall monk Marcus with the rest. 
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He came, he gazed uppn her there, 
Her closed eyes, her clinging hair, 
Her marble cheek just flush'd with red ; 
And first he shrank away in dread 
Like one who fears to break with sound 
The charm which wraps some sleeper round ; 
Then, in the fumes of spice and myrrh 
That floated round and oyer her, 
Kindling a sense that sweeten'd Death, 
He seem'd to drink her very breath, — 
And creeping closer — like a snake 
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That croucheth low in a green brake, 

Watching a lambkin starry white 

■ 
Which lieth still and slumbereth light — 

He watch'd in fascination deep 

The crystal mirror of her sleep ; 

And though they thrust him oft aside, 

Crept back to mark her, vacant-eyed 

Like one that dreams. 

Wolf-like and gaunt, 

Full of some secret woe and want 

Only that loveliness could still, 

Lost to all other wish and will, 

He paused, while others went and came ; 

And when his comrades named his name 

He only turn'd a silent face 

Upon them for a moment's space, 

And smiled, then dumbly gazed once more. 

Ever across the marble floor, 

With murmurs deep and whispers low, 
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The wondering folk did come and go — 
But never voice or footfall loud, 
Nor all the trouble of the crowd, 
Awoke that sleeper from her rest ; 
And when upon her marble breast 
And o'er her brow and on her lips 
The sunlight's trembling finger-tips 
"Were laid blood-red, she slumber'd on ! 

And when the wondering crowds were gone, 
And silent night fell down on Borne, 
And 'neath the Capitolian dome 
The shadows blacken'd, still she lay 
Beauteous as she had been by day ; — 
For round her limbs and o'er her hair 
Trembled a light serenely fair, 
And all the darkness of the place 
Felt the soft starlight of her face ; — 
Upon her, from the dome o'erhead, 
Great shadowy shapes of spirits dread 
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Grazed darkly down, and all around 
The shadows brooded with no sound ;- 
Without, beyond the doorway, fell 
The arm'd heel of the sentinel, 
Who paced in vigil to and fro 
Under the mighty portico. 

Then, when the Capitol was dark, 
And not a Hying eye might mark, 
When the great City slumber'd deep 
Wrapt in its azure robe of sleep, 
Out of some shadowy hiding-spot, — 
Wherein, unseen, suspected not, 
He had linger^ darkly on till, then, — 
Crept, like a wild beast from its den, 
Marcus the Monk ! Silent, alone, 
With naked feet on the cold stone, 
He rose and feebly felt his way 
To the cold coffin where she lay ; 
And looking down as in a dream 
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He caught the dim and doubtful gleam 
Of the cold face he could not see. 
Then kneeling low on bended knee 
He clutch'd with fingers clammy cold 
The coffin wrought about with gold, 
And drank with lips as cold as ice 
The scents of cinnabar and spice 
That hover'd o'er the form divine 
Sleeping therein as in a shrine. 
Then, lo ! beyond the painted pane, 
The Moon rose, wan and on the wane, 
And gentle amber light was shed 
Upon the live form and the dead ; 
And Marcus rose his height and stood, 
While from his head the monkish hood 
Fell darkly back, and on his brow 
Starlight like hoar-frost trembled now, 
And in his eyes there gleam'd again 
Hope like despair, rapture like pain. 
Thus, with his thin hand on his heart, 
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His sad lips softly held apart, 
He gazed in fascination deep 
Upon that passion-flower of Sleep ! 
More beautiful, more strangely sweet, 
Than in the daylight's golden heat, 
More softly still, more dimly bright, 
Clothed in the mystery of the night, 
With small hands folded on her breast, 
She slumbers on in balmy rest. 
And now the yellow moonlight lies 
Upon her lips and closed eyes, 
Gleams on her hair of braided gold, 
Fades on her forehead marble-cold, 
And o'er her as she lies in death 
Trembles and broods like frozen breath ! 
Still mystical and strange to sight, 
Though marble-cold and lily white, 
A maiden-flower she slumbers there, 
After a thousand years still fair, 
Within her white sarcophagus ! 
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Then, haggard, wild-eyed, tremulous, 
Clasping her coffin gold-enwrought, 
Marcus the Monk gazed down and caught 
From the still splendour of her look 
Strange madness, and his sick soul shook 
With dark despairs. Then made he moan : — 
" Flower fair as thou no man hath known 
Since Christ came down — but in thy stead, 
And in the place of sweet gods dead, 
The harlot and the concubine 
Sit haggard, sharing bread and wine 
At Christ's own board, and mocking man 
"Within the very Vatican ! 
And Christ is dead and will not rise, 
Though, spat on by the cruel skies, 
A thousand mortals spirit-sore 
Creep to His dark tomb and implore ; — 
Yea, the stark Skeleton therein, 
With shrouded limbs and bandaged chin, 
lies still and hears not, crumbling down 
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Beside its crimson thorny crown. 
Decay is there, and deep decay 
Within a million tombs of clay, 
And dark decay of craft and creed 
Within a million hearts that bleed ; 
Yet here, though all fair things have died, 
Serene and fair thou dost abide, 
Preserved to show to our dim sight 
What shapes of wonder and of light 
The gods our God hath stricken low 
Fashioned a thousand years ago. 
fair white lily, softly pearl'd 
With dim dews of a happy world 
Long lost, long miss'd — awake, awake ! 
And save the world for Beauty's sake 
Instead of Christ's !".... 

God, is he dreaming ? 
Is this thing sooth, or only seeming 1 
Why doth he tremble to his knees 
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In awe of some new sight he sees ? . . . 
The moon-rays turn to shapes of gold 
Clinging around that coffin cold, — 
The stars of night look in, and shine 
With rapture tremulous and divine, — 
The figures on the dome ahove 
Glimmer, look down, and seem to move,— 
And lo ! the Sleeper's shining hair 
Grows yet more luminously fair, 
And light like life's pulsation swims 
Faint hlood-red through her lissome limhs. 
Behold ! she reddens like a rose, 
Her hosom heaves, her eyes unclose, 
And (as a maiden from her sleep 
Stirs with a sigh serene and deep, 
Half conscious of some broken dream, 
Half dazzled by the morning beam) 
She draws one long and balmy breath, 
And turns upon her bed of death ! 
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Her bed of death ? She is not dead ! 
Her breath is warm, her lips are red, 
Her hands are flattering, softly prest 
Against the warmth of her bright breast ; 
One knee is raised, and from its white 
The fleecy lawn falls soft and light ; 
And,- turning her bright head, she sees 
The pale Monk moaning on his knees ! 
Then, as a little maid may see, 
When awakening very peacefully, 
Some one she loveth waiting near, 
And gaze upon him with no fear, — 
She looks upon his wondering face, 
Smiles gently for a moment's space, 
Then reaches out her hand ! 

« Christ God ! 
Master and Maker, 'neath whose rod 
This man hath bent so many years, 
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In famine, fever, torture, tears, — 

Thou God by whom the gods of old 

Are smitten low and conin'd cold — » 

Strengthen Thy slave, if such he be, 

Lest this thing slay him utterly ! " 

He takes her hand, he clasps it to him, 

Rapture, like life-blood, kindles through him ! 

He kisseth it, he feels it warm, 

He strains it to his famish'd form, 

And crieth on — " Awake ! arise ! 

Love on thy lips, light in thine eyes — 

Arise ! the wide world waits to be 

Thy servant and to worship thee 1 

Awake ! and let the gods that were, 

Who shaped thee thus divinely fair, 

And kept thee by some chemic charm 

Imperishably bright and warm, 

Awaken too, and take the crown 

Of Him whose red Cross struck thee down. 



B 
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He died, and will not wake, but thou 
Didst only rest and sleep till now ! 
And they who framed thee thus divine, 
And seaFd thee in thy solemn shrine, 
Perchance are only slumbering too ! " 



She stirs, — with brightening eyes of blue- 
She rises from her pillow cold, 
And rippleth down her locks of gold ; 
She shakes away the shroud of lawn 
Around her soft sides lightly drawn ; 
She stretches out her arms snow-white, 
She riseth up in the dim light, 
She stands erect and smiling sweet, 
"With glistening limbs and rosy feet, 
Upon the marble floor that gleams 
like water in the trembling beams ! 
Hast thou beheld in some green path 
A nymph of stone, fresh from the bath, 
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One snowy foot within a pool 
That spreads beneath her rippling cool, 
The other softly raised, the while 
She draweth on with sleepy smile 
Her garment, — and in act to dress 
Frozen to everlastingness, 
Full of some maiden thought doth look 
In silent vision on the brook, 
"While her dark shadow under her 
Stirs softly, though she doth not stir 1 
Even so that sleeper, when she rose 
From that divinely deep repose, 
Paused wondering at herself, and felt 
The light flow round her limbs, and melt 
On the white moonlit floor whereon 
She stood erect, as still as stone. 



Then unto Marcus it did seem 
That all things trembled into dream ! 
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Clinging around that maiden frame 
The moonlight kindled into flame, 
And all the place grew burning gold 
With beams more bright a thousandfold 
Than beams of day ; the coffin bright 
Was heap'd with roses red and white, 
And all the floor seem'd blossom-strewn 
Crimson and white beneath the moon ! 
With heaving breasts and soft footfall, 
Amid that glory mystical, 
The Maiden moved, her eyes of fire 
Answering his look of dumb desire. 
Then lo ! the very Capitol 
Grew shrunken like a burning scroll, 
And vanish'd ; — the great City fled ; — 
The glory deepen'd overhead ; — 
Instead of stone beneath their feet 
Were grass and blossoms scented sweet, 
A blue sea wrinkling far away 
Crept foam-fringed round a purple bay, 
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And through, a green and flowery land, 

Under the cloudless sapphire skies, 
Those twain were walking hand in hand, 

Looking into each other's eyes ! 



VI. 

In that green land of light and love 

It seem'd enough to live and move — 

To wander hand in hand and see 

The dewy light on flower and tree, 

The sparkling of the brooks and streams, 

The hills asleep in sunny beams ; 

And then to glide on unafraid 

Through warm deep groves of summer shade, 

Where the hot sunlight's golden blaze 

Fell tangled into emerald rays. . . . 

O hark ! 'mid dingles green and deep 

The dove's cry, like a sound in sleep, 

At intervals is faintly heard ! 

On her thin eggs the mother-bird 



70 THE FIRST DAY. 

Sits brooding, while her mate is seen 
Flitting across the tree-tops green ! 

What shout is that, what sylvan cry ? 
What shapes are those that flash and fly ? 
Wood-nymphs and satyrs whirling round, 
Naked and merry, and vine-crown'd ; 
Then with deep laugh and faint halloo 
Far down the glade they fade from view. . . . 
What faces bright are those that gaze 
Out yonder from the leafy haze, 
And smile, and vanish into air ? 

Silent she stands, supremely fair, 

Whiter than ivory, on a lawn 

Flower-strewn and bright and deep-withdrawn 

In the green bosom of the woods ; 
And while from the green solitudes 

Come drowsy murmurs, sylvan cries, 

He gazes gently in her eyes. 
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Beneath their feet a fountain's pool 

Spreads o'er the grass and ripples cool, 

And from the diamond depths below 

A Naiad's face as white as snow 

Looks up, 'neath glimmering hands that braid 

Her dripping locks in the green shade. 



And now again the prospects gleam 
Into the glory of a dream ; 
And lo ! they stand 'mid sand and shells, 
And watch the waves with sleepy swells 
Rising and breaking drowsily 
In a blue crescent of the sea. 
Beyond them pastoral hills are seen 
Mist-capt, but robed in purple sheen ; 
And 'midst the clouds above them pass, 
As in some old magician's glass, 
Shapes of Immortals that pursue 
Their path across the dreamful blue. 
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On the white sands they sit and rest, 
His head is pillow'd on her breast ; 
He feels her heart's warm go-and-come, 
He sees the blue sea fringed with foam ; 
He marks the white clouds sailing slowly 
Across the heavens serene and holy ; 
Then closes eyes — thrusts one warm hand 
For coolness deep in the soft sand — 
And with the other holdeth hers. 
So still he sits and never stirs, 
But feels his life and being blent 
With all he loves, and is content. 

Is it still dream ? for now they pass 
Along a pathway of deep grass, 

And find where Venus sets her shrine 
Amidst a flowery wood of pine : 
And side by side they enter there, 
And kneel with folded hands at prayer 
A little space — and when 'tis done 
Glide forth again into the sun. 
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TO. 

What form is this in white arrayed 

Far down the woodland colonnade, 

Approaching slow with a black wand 

Cross-shapen in her lily hand? 

Is't Cytherea ? — is it she 

Who rules the green earth and the sea, 

Who moves abroad with fearless tread 

Her hand upon a lion's head, 

Wherever men or beasts are wild, 

And tames their hearts and makes them mild ? 

Slowly she comes, — a shape of grace, 
Leading a lion, — and her face 

Is white and cold and thin as death ; 

And as she cometh near her breath 

Is very faint and feebly drawn, 

And heavy on the shaven lawn 

Her footstep falls, and in her eyes 

Dwell deathly pain and sad surmise. 
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Why seem all things so sudden chill ? 
Why grows the light on wood and hill 
Frosty and faint ? Why shrinks the sun 

So coldly as she cometh on 1 

" Marcus ! " — she cries, — and lo ! he stands, 
With pallid face and outstretch'd hands, 
Gazing in awe— and from his lips 
One wondering word in answer slips — 
" Madonna 1 n 

Yea, in sooth 'tis she, 
Mother of Him who died on Tree, 
The Virgin from whose milky breast 
He drank who set the world at rest ! 
Ah me ! how pallid and how thin, 
With clammy grave-cloth 'neath her chin, 
And dust upon her golden hair, 
She stands and looks upon him there ! 
Shuddering he moans, with low bent brow, 
"Mother of God, what seekest thou?" 
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" What dost thou here ? " the faint voice cries, 
While underneath the darkening skies 
All groweth dim. " Frail-hearted one, 
Why hast thou ceased to serve my Son ? 
And who is this who now doth stand 
Naked beside thee, with her hand 
Thrust into thine, and hangs the head, 
But shows her hot neck blushing red 1 
Let go her hand whoe'er she be — 
And, for thy soul's sake, follow me ! " 



But Marcus cried, " My Master lies. 

Silent, with dust upon His eyes — 

He sleeps and He will ne'er awake. 

But lo ! from cloud, from brook, from brake, 

From every nook of earth and majn, 

The old gods gather once again. 

Go back into thy grave once more — 

Sleep with thy Son, thy reign is o'er — 
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Leave the green world to her and me, 
Nor mar our loves' eternity 1 n 

Paler the weary' Mother grew, 

And with her sunken eyes of blue 

Grazed piteously a little space 

Into his passion-fever^ face-r- 

Then pointing with thin hand, she cried 

To that fair semblance at his side — 
" Follow me, thou / my grave is deep — 
There by my pillow thou shalt sleep ; 
There shall we wait with darken 'd eyes, 
In peace, until my Son shall rise ! " 

But Marcus clutch'd her with a cry, 
And all things darken'd 'neath the sky, 
And tall and terrible and white 
The Virgin loom'd before his sight, 
And with a finger cold as ice 
Touch'd on the shining forehead thrice 
That gentle vision ; and behold ! 
She shiver'd as with deathly cold, 
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And lay a corpse of marble, prest 
In madness to his burning breast 



Then Marcus wail'd, " Lost ! lost ! " and lo ! 
The cruel heavens began to snow, 
And all was dark, and a shrill gale 
Of wintry wind began to wail ; 
But clasping her with piteous cries, 
He kiss'd her on the mouth and eyes, 
And kissing cried, " Awake ! awake ! " 
Till his heart broke for sorrow's sake ; 

And heavy as a stone he fell. 



VIII. 

At dawn (as old traditions tell), 
When the pale priests and soldiers came 
To see once more that shining frame 
Within her marble tomb, behold ! 
Still beautiful, with locks of gold, 
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Unfaded to the finger-tips, 
With faint pink cheeks and rose-red lips, 
Her they found softly sleeping on ; 
And by her, turn'd to senseless stone, 
Watching her face with eyes of lead, 
Knelt the monk Marcus, cold and dead. 
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He ceased, to a chorus from the Priory walls 

Of daws thick-throated. Straightway Douglas cried, 

"It is the caws, my soul, it is the caws ! 

Hark how the dusky rascals echo her ! 

They vaunt the merriment of cakes and ale, 

And other succulent sweets they loved when monks, 

Above all kneeling and praying in the dark 

That make the stony heart and horny knee ! " 

But no one laughed, for on our souls the tale 

Fell with a touch of sweet solemnity ; 

And we were silent, till a quiet voice, 

Low like a woman's, murmured : " Oftentimes 

I have dreamed a dream like that (if dream it were), 

And seen, instead of Gytherea's eyes, 

The orbs of Dian, passionately pure, 

Witching the world to worship ! " 

He who spoke — 
A man with heavily hanging under lip, 
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Man's brow above a maiden's moist blue eyes — 

Was Verity, the gentle priest of Art, 

A vestal spirit, not too masculine 

To avoid those seizures epileptiform 

Which virgins have when yielding oracles. 

He, by the affinity of sex which draws 

The ivy to the oak-tree, long had loved 

Not wisely but too well, though reverently, 

The Scottish prophet, Thomas Ercildoune, 

Who, thundering for the nations seventy years, 

Found in the end that he had merely soured 

The small beer and the milk of his own dwelling. 

He, Verity, though all his soul was love, 

Had from his master learned the scolding trick, 

And so was somewhat shrewish out o' doors. 

Inside the temple where he ministered 

His soul was solemnised to perfect speech, 

And many a' storm-toss'd wanderer, listening to 

him, 
Had worshipt and been saved. 
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" How sweet it were," 
He added, " in this godless age of Fact, 
When hideous monsters of machinery 
Are fashioned unto largess-giving gods, 
To uprear on some green mountain-side a shrine 
To Artemis, the goddess of the pure ! 
For if, as Heine held, the gentler gods 
Whom Christ drave f orth from heaven with whip of cords 
' Survive, hut banish'd into lonely lands 
Do gloomy task work for their bitter bread, 
Somewhere on this sad earth the heaven-eyed Maid 
Wears homespun, turns the wheel, and is a slave. 
Upbuild her temple, make it beautiful 
With shapes of marble wonderfully wrought, 
Strew it with flowers of antique witchery, 
And on the altar let the lunar beam 
Sleep like the white and sacrificial Lamb ; 
And thither on some peaceful summer night 
Perchance the weary one will come, and shed 
Peace on the eyelids of her worshippers ! " 
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We listen'd wondering, some with pitying smiles, 
And others credulous of the fantasy. 
I answered, " Who shall find her J We, who dwell 
In cities vast and foul as Babylon, 
Have seen, or seemed to see, the baser gods, 
Her sisters and her brethren, busy yet 
1 As spirits of the orgy and the dance. 
Smooth Hermes, full of craft as when he filch'd 
Apollo's horses, wears a modern coat, 
And helps the citizen to cheat on 'Change ; 
• And Jupiter, though feeble and rheumatic, 
Leading his moulting eagle on the chain, 
Still creeps about the distant villages 
And prompts the silly preacher as he throws 
His Calvinistic lightnings at the boors ; 
And who that ever walk'd down Kegent Street 
At midnight, or some garish summer day 
At Paris saw the Grand Prix lost and won, 
Has failed to note the pink divinity, 
In rags or silk and sealskin, still the same 
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As when she tript Adonis long ago ! 

But for the other, Dian, Artemis, 

Athenian or Ephesian, who shall say 

The pure thing lives, where nought that lives is pure % 

The sunshine knows her not, and the sweet moon, 

Which used to shine upon her ivory limbs 

Bright and pellucid in her dusky bath, 

Now lights the pale street-walker at her trade, 

And there's an end." 

Buller from Brazenose, 
* Another priest of Art, who holds that Art 
Is lost if clothed or draped, and in whose eyes 
The very fig-leaf is a priest's device 
To mar the fair and archetypal Eve, 
Broke in with mincing speech and courteous sneer— 
"I have heard that when that good man George the 

Third 
Eeign'd o'er his farm, this England, Artemis 
Was noticed raining happy influences 
Over the national pig-sty ! Later still, 
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Arm'd with the British matron's household broom, 

She drove our Byron out and bang'd the door. 

Since then, thank God ! — or say, since Wordsworth died 

[Poor man, he came to physic a sick world 

That wanted wine, and gave it curds and whey !] — 

Your goddess has been seldom heard or seen. 

Doubtless she drudges in some parson's house 

As far as Lapland, where the temperature 

Is like her bosom, virginal and cold. 

We want her not in England ! Heaven forbid ! 

We need the sun of love to warm our blood, 

Apollo's blaze and Cytherea's breath 

To thaw our lives and prove us men indeed ! " 

While thus he spake, I noticed in our midst 
A pale young man who had come into the world 
White-hair'd, and so looked old before his time ; 
His eye was burning, and his delicate hand 
Was thrust into his bosom, touching there 
Some secret treasure. Listening he stood, 
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Eager to speak, yet dumb through diffidence. 
To him the pythoness Miranda Jones 
Exclaimed, " What secret are you hiding there, 
Close to your heart, or shirt-front, Cousin Fred ? 
I'll swear — a poem ! " Turning with a laugh 
To Barbara, she added, " Speak to him ! 
My cousin Frederick is a poet too, 
And fain I know would win a poet's praise 
From this fair company and you, its Queen." 

Then blushing like a girl, and glancing up 

To encounter Barbara's smile of kind command, 

The young man answered, " Nay, indeed 'tis naught — 

The merest trifle — not a tale at all ; 

Yet strangely enough, it touches rhyme by rhyme 

Upon the very quest of which they speak ; — 

I too," he added, blushing still more deep, 

" Have chased that same Diana, in a song ! " 

" Then prithee read it," cried Queen Barbara, 
And other voices clamour'd echoing her ; 
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And drawing a paper from his breast, the youth 
Glanced timidly around the company, 
And then with eye that kindled like a coal 
Blown with the breath, he eagerly began. 
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" who will worship the great god Pan 

Out in the woods with me, 
Now the chestnut spreadeth its seven-leaved fan 

Over the hive of the bee? 
Now the cushat cries , and the fallow deer 

Creep on the woodland way t 
who will hearken, and try to hear 

The voice of the god to-day ? " 

One May morning as I woke 
Thus the sweet Muse smiling spoke, 
Resting pure and radiant-eyed 
On the pillow at my side, — 
Sweetest Muse that ever drew 
light from sunlight, earth, and dew. 
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Sweeter Muse and more divine 
Than the faded spinsters Nine ! 
Up I sprang and cried aloud, 
" May-day morn, and not a cloud ! 
Out beyond the City dark 

■ 

Spring awakes in Bushey Park ; 
There the royal chestnuts break 
Into golden foam and make 
Waxlike flowers like honeycomb, 
. Whither humming wild bees roam ; 
While upon the lakes, whereon 
Tritons blow through trumps of stone, 
The great water-lily weaves 
Milk-white cups and oiled leaves. 
Fhillis dear, at last 'tis May ! 
Take my hand and come away ! " 



Out of town by train we went, 
Poor but merrily content, \ 
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Phillis in her new spring dress, 

Dainty bonnet lily-white, 
Warm with youth and loveliness, 

Full of love and love's delight ; 
I, the lonely outcast man, 
Happy and Bohemian, 
Loving all and hating none 
Of my brethren 'neath the sun. 
Soon, a dozen miles away, 

From the train we lightly leapt, 
Saw the gardens glancing gay 

Where the royal fountains leapt, 
Heard the muffled voices cry 
In the deep green Maze hard by. 
Heard the happy fiddler's din 
From the gardens of the inn ; 
Saw the 'prentice lads and lasses, 

Pale with dreary days of town, 
Shuffling feet and jingling glasses ; 
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While, like flies around molasses, 
Gipsies gathered dusky brown ! 
the merry, merry May ! 

the happy golden day ! 

Pan was there, and Faunus too, 
All the romping sylvan crew, 
Nature's Moenads flocking mad 
From the City dark and sad, 
Finding once again the free 
Sunshine and its jollity ! 
Phillis smiled and leapt for joy, 

1 was gamesome as a boy ; 
Gaily twang'd the fiddle-string, 
Men and maids played kiss-in-ring, 
Fountains leapt against the sun, 

Roses bloom'd and children played, 
All the world was full of fun, 

* 

Lovers cuddled in the shade ! 
What though God was proved to be 
Paradox and fantasy ? 



« 
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What though Christ had ceased to stir 
From his lonely sepulchre ? 
" If the Trinity he dead, 

Pagan gods are still alive 1 
Fast they come to-day," I said, 

" Thick as bees from out a hive ! 
Pan is here, with all his train 

Flocking out of street and lane ; 
Flora in a cotton gown 

Ties her garter stooping down ; 
Town bred Sylvan plump and fat 
Weareth lilac in his hat ; 
Faun and satyr laughing pass, 

Hither and thither Venus roams, 
Gay Bacchantes on the grass 

Laughingly adjust their combs ! — 
Phillis, all the world is gay 
In the merry, merry May ! " 

O who will worship the great god Pan 
At Hampton Court with mel" 
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She cried, and unto the Maze toe ran 

Laughing so merrily. 
" The sun is bright, and the music plays, 
And all is May" sang she ; 
. And I caught my love in the heart of the Maze 
With hisses three times three. 

Down the chestnut colonnades 
Full of freckled light and shades, 
Soon we saw the dappled deer, 
Pricking hairy tail and ear, 
Stand like Fauns with still brown eyes 

Looking on us as we came. 
Faint behind us grew the cries, 

Merry music and acclaim, 
Till we found beneath a tree 
All the peace of Arcady. 
Lying there, where green boughs spread 

Curtains soft against the sky, 
While the stock-dove far overhead 

Pass'd with solitary cry, 
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Now and then we look'd around 

listening, till distinct and clear 
Came the cuckoo's call profound 

From some happy Dreamland near ! 
Happy as a heart of gold 

Shook the sunshine everywhere, 
Throbbing pulses manifold 

Through the warmly panting air ; 
On the leaves and o'er the grass 

Living things were thronging bright, . 
'Neath a sky as clear as glass 

Flashing rays of life and light 
All things gladden'd 'neath the blue, 
While we kiss'd and gladden'd too. 
" Praised l>e golden Pan," I said, 
" All the duller gods are dead'; 
But the wood-god wakes to-day 
In the merry, merry May ! " 

" who wUl worship the great god Pan ? " 
I cried as I clasped you, dear; 
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" Form of & faun and soul of a man, 
He play 8 for the world to hear ; 

Sweetly he pipeth beneath the shies, 
For a brave old god is he!" 

I hissed my love on the lips and eyes / 
And my love hissed me / 

Slowly, softly, westward flew 

Day on wings of gold and blue ; 

As she faded out of sight 

Dark and balmy fell the night. 

Silent 'neath the azure cope, 

Earth, a naked Ethiope, 

Keach'd black arms up through the air, 

Dragging down the branches bright 
Of the flowering heavens, where 

Starry fruitage glimmer'd white ! 
As he drew them gently near, 
Dewdrops dim and crystal clear 

Kain'd upon his face and eyes ! 
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listening, watching, we could hear 
His deep breathing 'neath the skies ; — 

Suddenly, far down the glade, 

Startled from some place of shade, 

like an antelope the dim 

Moon upsprang, and looked at him ! 

Panting, trembling, in the dark, 

Paused to listen and to mark, 

Then with shimmer dimly fair 
On from shade to shade did spring, 

Gain'd the fields of heaven, and there 
Wander'd, calmly pasturing 1 

" who will worship the great god Pan 

Out in the woods with me ? 
Maker and lover of woman and man, 

Under the stars sings he ; 
And Dian the huntress with all her train 

Awakes to the wood-notes wild ! " 
I hissed my love on the lips again, 

And Dian looTced down and smiled. 



96 THE FIRST DAY. 

Hand in hand without a care 
Following the Huntress fair, 
Wheresoe'er we went we found 
Silver footprints on the ground : 
Grass and flowers kept the shine 
Of the naked feet divine. 
Now and then our eyes could see, 

As we softly crept along 
Through the dusky greenery, 

Glimmers of the vestal throng — 
Locks of gold and limbs of snow 

Fading on as we came near, 
Faint soft cries and laughter low 

Ceasing as we paused to hear ! 
the night more sweet than day ! 
O the merry, merry May ! 
O the rapture dark and deep 
Of the woodlands hush'd to sleep ! 
the old sweet human tune 
Pan is piping to the moon ! 
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" Though the systems wax and wane, 
Thou and I," he sings, " remain — 
Both by night and one by day 
Witch a world the old warm way ! 
Foot it, foot it ! Where you tread 
Woods are greenly carpeted. 
Foot it round me as I sing ; 
Nymphs and satyrs in a ring ! 

" Gfnarled and old sits the great god Pan — 

(Peep through the boughs, and see / ) — 
He plays on his pipes Arcadian 

Under the dark oak-tree. 
But the boughs are dark round his sightless eyes — 

And Dian, where is she ? 
follow, follow, and where she flies 

Follow her flight with me /" 

Slowly, dreamily, we crept 
From the silent sleeping park, 
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Join'd the merry throng that swept 
Town ward through the summer dark. 

Shining round our path again, 

Dian flash'd before the train, 

In upon our comrades shone, 

Smiled and beckon'd, bounding on ! 

Satyrs brown in corduroys 

Smoked their pipes and join'd in song 

Gamesome girls and merry boys 
Fondled as we swept along ; 

Here a flush'd .Bacchante prest 
Heavy head and crumpled bonnet 

On her drowsy lover's breasts- 
Sprawling drowsily upon it ; 

Flush'd from dancing sports of Pan 

Sat the little artizan, 

With his wife and children three, 

And the baby on his knee ; 

Here a little milliner, 
Smart in silk and shape-improver, 
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All the happy Spring astir 

In her veins, sat by her lover ; 
Mounted somewhere on the train, 

Pan on the accordion played 1 
Eougn feet shuffled to the strain, 

Happy hearts the spell obeyed ; 
While fair Dian, looking in, 
Saw the throng and heard the din, 
Touch'd the young heads and the grey 
With the magic of the May ! 



* who will worship the great god Pan, 

Where life rum wild and free ? 
Form of a faun and soul of a man, 

He playeth etemaUie. 
And Dian is out on the azure waste 

As bright as bright can be I " 
my arm embraced my love's small waist, 

And my love crept close tome! 
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When we reached the streets of stone 

Dian there was bright before us, 
Wading naked and alone 

In the pools of heaven o'er us ! 
Fainter came the wood-god's sound 

As we crossed the Bridge, and there 
Saw the City splendour-crown'd 

Sleeping dark in silver air ; 
Saw the river dark beneath 
Rippling dim to Dian's breath. 
Fhillis nestling to my side 

Watch'd the sad street-walker pass, 
Hollow-voiced and weary-eyed, 

Fainted underneath the gas. 
Paler, sadder, looked the moon, 
Sadder grew the old sweet tune ; 
Shapes of sorrow and despair 
Flitted ghostwise in the air, 
And among them, wan and slow, 
Stalked the spectral Shape of Woe — 
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Pierced hands and pierced feet 
Passing on from street to street ; 
Silently behind Him crept 
Pallid Magdalens who wept ! 
All the world at His footfall 

Darkened, and the music ceased — 
Dark and sacrificial 

Loom'd the altars of the priest, ; 
All the magic died away 
' And the music of the May. 



" who will worship the great god Pan 

Here in the streets with me ? 
Sad and tearful and weary and wan 

Is the god who died on the Tree ; 
But Pan is under and Dian above, 

Though the dead god cannot see, 
And the merry music of youth and love 

Returns eternalize / " 
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Homeward went my love and I 
To our lodging near the sky ; 
There beside the snow-white bed 

Dian stood with radiant eyes ! 
Smiled a moment ere she fled — 
Then, with halo round her head, 

Hung above us in the skies ! 
By the casement open wide 
Long we watch'd her side by side ; 
"While from the dark streets around 
Came again the sylvan sound — 
Pan was softly piping there 

As he pipes in field and grove, 
Conquering sorrow and despair 

With the strains of life and love ! 
Phillis in her bedgown white 

Kissed me, standing in the moon ; 
Louder, sweeter, through the night 
. Eang the olden antique tune ; 



PAN AT HAMPTON COURT. 103 

Gently on my knee I drew her 

Smiling as I heard her say, 
All her warm life kindling through her, 

" Dearest, what a happy day ! " 
" Tis a happy world," I said ; 
" Pan still pipes, though Christ is dead ! " 
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Blushing he ceased, and folded up the scroll, 

While Sappho Syntax through her spectacles 

Looked grave as Pallas, and the Graces hung 

Their pink-white cheeks and titter'd among their curls. 

Dan Paumanok the Yankee pantheist 

Was first to speak ; quoth he, " I like that song ! 

It suits me, it tastes pleasant in the mouth ; 

But Christ is just as much alive as Pan, 

Not less or more ; and for the Magdalen, 

I guess she suits me too. I beckon her 

To an appointment, and she smiling comes : 

The paint upon her lips is just as good 

As roses, and her loose wild dress surpasses 

The lily's raiment " 
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He was talking on, 
When Douglas interposed — " May I suggest 
The moral of the ditty ? It is here : 
The joys of costermongers and their wenches, 
Of poets and their sweethearts, vindicate 
Nature's loose morals and the primal Fall. 
Eat, drink, be merry — carpe diem — since 
Man is a Satyr ; half a beast at best, 
When wholly so, most happy ! Am I right, 
Madonna ? " This to Lady Barbara, 
Who sat with pensive cheek upon her hand, 
Her bright eyes tender with some summer dream. 
" Nay, Fool ! " she sighed ; and " Nay," cried Verity, 
With delicate nostril breathing vestal fire, 
u The passionate eternal purity, 
Bright Artemis, who walks the fields of night 
And trims with lustrous hands the lamps of heaven, 
Bebukes the eternal riot of the sense ! 
Woe to the land wherein the Satyr reigns, 
And Fan usurps Apollo's ivory throne ! 
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Thank God we Englishmen at last have heard, 

Amidst the pagan orgy and the shame 

Of yonder City, Nature's warning voice 

Of Earthquake, — with the wine-cup raised to drink, 

Have read the handwriting on the riven wall 

In characters of His eternal fire ! " 



" Superfluous was the warning," interposed 
Wormwood, the pessimist philosopher ; 
" Man needs no miracle to attest the law 
Which made him and preserves him miserable ! 
like fabled Tantalus in the poet's song, 
In aqms quoerit aquas, and pursues 
The ever-flying apple. Let him gladden 
A little in the sunshine if he can — 
To-morrow he must die ! " 

'" Man cannot die ! " 
ShrilTd the sleek pantheist, Spinoza Smith ; 
" For though the individual perishes, 
The sum Divine, cipher of which Man is, 
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Abides imperishable. Thought alone 

Is God, and is the only Absolute ; 

And Thought remains though men and systems fade. 

The music lasts, the instrument is changed : 

Thought was, is, and shall be ; Thought has at last 

Become material in Humanity. 

The consciousness of the Eternal flames 

Upon the mirror of thy consciousness, 

And for a moment while the splendour lasts 

Thou knowest and perceivest. Die, and lo ! 

The light that was and is thy consciousness 

Abides divine and indestructible, — 

Invisible, with power to re-emerge 

In forms material, other instruments, 

In forms and hues which figure Thought divine ; 

Yea, even letters, which like hieroglyphs 

Preserve the eternal attributes of SouL 

Thus man is God, and therefore cannot die." 

Quoth Paumanok dryly, " What you say is true, 
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But with interpretations 1 Man emerges 
From the Divine Idea, to gain, not lose, 
Identity, and once identified 
I guess he cannot once again retire 
* Impersonal ; haying become as God 
By knowing and perceiving, he remains 
Godlike, immortal, and has vanquished Death ! " 

" We wander," said Queen Barbara with a smile, 

" Far from our starting-place. Great Eome still stands 

Upon the solid ground, the mighty rock ; 

Philosophy with heavy and weary wing 

Still seeks to rise, but flaps along the ground ; 

And poets' dreams of fairyland and gods 

Are fantasies too faint for flesh and blood." 



Then Cuthbert spoke, our modern Abelard — 
The Church's outcast; foe of all the creeds, 
But most at war with his own unbelief, 
A priest at heart, yet scorning every form 
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Of priesthood, dim-eyed through excess of light, 

Believing nought, believing everything, 

And groping through his doubts he knew not whither. 

" Rome conquered where she crown'd the hopes of man 

With a celestial promise, but she failed 

Where the old pagan triumphed— in a joy 

Material, archetypal, quick not dead, 

That met the happy needs of human life. 

We are mortal and immortal ; mortal first, 

Women and men, although eternal souls ; 

And warring with the laws of life and love, 

Kejecting flesh which symbolises God, 

Blind to the law of Nature, seeing not 

Thought and material are but woof and web, 

Scorning the animal instinct and its pleas 

For sunshine and free light, free exercise 

Of life and breath, Borne turned the world she ruled 

Into a lazar-den and sepulchre. 

She proved Man cannot die, but failed to prove 

That Man is fit to live ; she comforted 
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The grief of Man, but caused the tears she dried ; 

She slew the idolatries of heathendom, 

But made an image of the living God, 

And lapsed, as all idolaters must lapse, 

To darkness and despair. Yet she endures, -r- 

The blind old Mother, grovelling on the ground 

In purple sad as sackcloth, and the world 

Still sees the sceptre that is but a reed 

Shake in her palsied hand. Too weary and old 

To learn the lesson that the infant Man 

Is prattling at her knee, she lieth prone, 

And measures — her own grave I " 

So saying, he turned 
To one who stood and listened at his side — 
Sparkle, Professor of the Institute, — 
A tall lithe man, brown as a mountaineer, 
Who through a glittering eyeglass, the bright pane 
Fix'd in his intellectual dwelling-house, 
Half study, half observatory, gazed 
Serenely on the follies of the world. 
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" Right, right, dear Cuthbert," answering his look, 

Sparkle replied ; " and yet, and yet — who knows ? 

I have often thought with Comte that fallen Rome 

Might yet arise, if she would cast aside 

Her supernatural fancies and baptize 

Us wandering priests of Science, fashioning 

A truly nobler order of the Wise 

To rule the world and spread the solemn creed 

Of Nature and the Law. She wastes her life 

Mourning her Eldest Born, that beauteous soul 

Who ere He perish'd, centuries ago, 

Promised so wonderfully that the world 

Is haunted by His memory even now ! 

Well, that is o'er, the golden bowl is broken, 

The fair head still, within its Eastern grave ; 

But we who have come upon a stormier time, 

The apostles of a sterner, saner creed, 

Would gladly wake the Mother from her dream 

And seat her on the throne of human thought. 

Man craves a creed — we bring it ; seeks a rule 
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Imperial, — she might wield it as of old ; 

Demands a priesthood, — we who follow Truth, 

Far as the limits of the Knowable, 

Would form that priesthood, — ay, and cheerfully 

Elect our Pope and give him ample power, 

Scarce stopping at infallibility ! 

Tis sad so perfect a machinery 

Should rust away dishonoured and disused 

For lack of all it needs — a Hierarchy 

Which might restore it for the use of men ! ". 

Two priests of Eome, outcast, yet still of Kome, 

(Since he who once hath ta'en the priestly garb 

Is ever a priest), were in that company : 

Both smiled, but neither answer'd ; silent men, 

With eyes that seem'd to suffer from the light 

They shed on others, even there, amid 

That throng of shallow or rebellious souls, 

They both were busy sowing subtle seeds 

That sprout by midnight. Well they knew, in sooth, 
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How oft the pathos of a creed forlorn 

Acts magnet-like on sympathetic clay 

Sighing without a foothold. What had grown 

In pain and persecution still (they prayed), 

After long centuries of pomp and pride 

Might, under persecution, rise again. 

Their patient faces touch'd a piteous chord 

Within me ; and as wistfully they watched 

The sunset fading like a blackening brand, 

Both speechless, faintly flush'd with that sad light, 

While Lady Barbara stirred upon her seat, 

Signing dismissal to her wearied court 

Whose yawns proclaim'd the dinner-hour at hand, 

I craved again the singer's privilege 

And sang of Eoman Bizpah's last despair : 

O Rizpah, Mother of Nations, the days of whose glory are done, 
Moaning alone in the darkness, thou countest — the bones of 
thy Son ! 

The Cross is vacant above thee, and He is no longer thereon — 
A wind came oat of the night, and He fell like a leaf, and was 
gone. 
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But wearily through the ages, searching the sands of the years, 
Thou didst gather His hones together, and wash them, Madonna, 
with tears. 

They have taken thy crown, Rizpah, and driven thee forth 

with the swine, 
But the bones of thy Son they have left thee ; yea, kiss them 

and clasp — they are thine 1 

Thou canst not piece them together, or hang them up yonder 

afresh, 
The skull hath no eye within It, the feet and the hands are not 

flesh. 

Thou 'moanest an old incantation, thou troublest the world 

with thy cries — 
Ah God, if the bones should hear thee, and join once again, and 

arise! 

In the night of the seven-hilTd City, discrown'd and disrobed 

and undone, 
Thou waitest a sign, O Madonna, and countest the bones of 

thy Son ! 



Ube Second 2>a?. 



(ANTHROPOMORPHISM.) 
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Two miles of field and wood as flies the crow, 
But thrice two miles of azure curves and bends 
As winds the peaceful river, turning oft 
With lingering feet as turns and turns again 
On her own footprints some sweet dreaming maid 
Who gathers ferns and flowers with listless hand, 
Lay like a jewel a green promontory 
Sparkling bright emerald on the breast of Tweed. 
Thither next day our happy company 
In barges, boats, and shallops idly rowed, 
A bright flotilla, all the rainbow's hues 
Fluttering in sunshine and in azure depths 
Brokenly mirror'd ; Satyrs, Nymphs, and Fauns, 
The Graces under pink silk parasols, 
The Muses under Gainsborough hats of straw, 
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Venus, white-vestured and without her doves, 

Chattering to Vulcan in blue spectacles, 

The modern Syrens, singing as they dipt 

White hands in crystal o'er the shallop's side, 

FoUowed each other merrily as we went. 

And here the willow trailed her yellow locks 

In golden shallows whence the kingfisher 

Flashed like a living topaz and was gone ; 

And here the clustering water-lilies spread 

Their oiled leaves and alabaster cups, 

Tangled amid the river's sedgy hair ; 

And there from shadowy oaks that fringed the stream 

The squirrel stood upright and lookt at us 

With beaded eyes ; and all the flowery banks 

Were loud with hum of bees and song of birds ; 

And often on the smooth and silent pools, 

Brimful of golden warmth and' heavenly light, 

The salmon sprang a foot into the sun, 

Sparkled in panoply of silver mail, 

And sank in the circle of his own bright leap ! 
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For on the promonotory which we sought 
A Hermit in the olden time had dwelt^ 
White-hair'd, white-bearded, cress and pulse his food, 
The crystal stream his drink ; and still the rock 
Preserved the outline of his mossy cell ; 
And where his naked foot had press'd the grass 
Under the shadowy boughs of oak and beech, 
The blue of heaven had fallen and blossom'd up 
In azure harebells multitudinous, . 
For ever misted with their own soft breath 
Of sunless summer dew. 

Gaily we sailed, 
And after many windings serpentine 
We reached the place. Against the grassy banks 
Our boats discharged their many-coloured freight, 
Till all the flowery slopes and dusky glades 
Were busy and bright with smiling human shapes ; 
And through the warm and honeysuckled ways, 
Tangled with bramble, ferns, and foxglove bells, 

» 

We pushed our path until we found indeed 
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The mossy cell, with overhanging eaves 
Encalendured with lichens like the Cross, 
And down below the dewy grass, knee-deep, 
And countless hyacinths with their waxen stems 
And fairy bells of thin transparent blue. 
! Most cool and still, embower'd on every side, 
With just a peep of azure overhead, 
Was that sweet sanctuary, hush'd as a nest 
Deserted, with no stir of summer sound; 
And down the mossy rock a crystal dew 
Stole coldly, while one sparkling minute drop 
Fell like quicksilver on a flowering fern, 
Gleaned, and rolled luminous to the chill green ground. 

Hard by the cell we found an open lawn 
Sprinkled with fronds of fern and azure flowers, 
And here full soon we spread our snowy cloths 
And picnick'd in the sunlight. From the boughs 
The gold-bilTd blackbird and the blue-wingM jay 
Gazed down on such a scene as birds beheld 
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When Oberon's enchanted cavaliers 
Stole forth to banquet underneath the moon ; 
And they whose scientific bolts and brooms 
Had driven the fairies forth from field and farm, 
So that the shepherdess and dairymaid 
No longer fear the roguish pixy's thumb 
Punishing idleness, were merriest there, 
And laughed as loud as if the work-a-day world 
Were sweetly haunted yet ! In lily hands 
The light glass tinkled, while the beaded wine 
Cream'd and ran o'er, and every learned lap 
Was like a Dryad's, full of ripen'd fruit ; 
And presently for sport our Satyrs plucked 
Flowers of the wood, and pelted merrily • 
Some saucy-eyed Bacchantes, who upsprang 
White-bosom'd, dimple-breasted, and escaped 
Hotly pursued into the flowery glades — 
Whence silvery peals of laughter, stifled cries, 
, Were wafted to us on the summer air. 
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Then to her throne, a high and mossy bank 
Emblazon'd with the crowsfootfs dusky gold, 
Our Barbara moved, with royally lifted hand 
Enjoining silence ; happily her court 
Clustered about her, as she smiled and cried — 
" Surround me and attend, all ye whose souls, 
Though glad with summer light and warm with milk 
Of Venus (which we moderns call champagne !) 
Remember that Great Problem, and our oath 
Each day to take it as a summer theme. 
Here on this very spot, in yonder cell, 
The holy Hermit dwelt and pondered it 
Alone, so many a hundred years ago. 
Alas ! how few in this our feverish age 
Dare play the hermit now ? Our anchorites 
Are noisy men, who tell their beads for show, 
And print their prosings in the magazines 
Beside the gigman's diatribes at " God," 
Spelt with a little "g w ! 

A quiet voice, 
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That of a bright-eyed preacher from the north — 
(Out Norman, ripe and mellow as Friar Tuck, 
Yet tender-souTd as sweet Maid Marian !) — 
Made echo : — " Wisely spoken ! Here and there 
A few sad thinkers crawl on hands and knees 
Into the temples of the solitude ; 
But these, being reverent, are awed and dumb, — 
Unlike the jaunty, dapper, newly breech'd 
Child of the age, who, strutting in the sun 

Selling his birthright for a'penman's praise, 
Denies his Heavenly Father ! " 

"Pardon me," 
Broke in the scoffer, Douglas Sutherland, 
" The age we live in has its vanities 
I grant you, but it stands supreme in this, — 
The use of soap and water, the crusade 
Still needful against other-worldliness. 
If holiness be gauged by length of nail, 
Heart's purity by epidermic crust, 
I grant your anchorites were blessed men ; 
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If not, quite otherwise ; and for the rest. 
The Heavenly Father they perceived and praised, 
Their magnified non-natural Heavenly Father, 
Was, like themselves, a dull old Anchorite, 
Unclean and useless, brooding in a den 
With Fever for his servant, Pestilence 
To scatter forth his breathings. Nowadays 
We prize a cleanlier Godhead, scorning dreams 
Which at the best are childish, — in a word, 
Anthropomorphic ! " 

Then that other's face, 
A little angry, for a burning soul 
With faith at white heat cannot jest with fire, 
Flash'd scornfully and almost pityingly — 
"The babe must have his rattle, and the child 
His catchword ! Verily, Science is at best 
A foolish Virgin, thinking to destroy 
The Eternal Verity with a cumbrous phrase ! 
Anthropomorphic, say you, is the dream, — 
A man's, an infant's, vision of himself 
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Flashed upon mental darkness ? Be it so. 

Then as a child that in the cradle lies 

And feels the darkness stir, and seems to feel 

The brightness of a face he cannot see, 

I, who am old, accept the happy dream, 

And, since you will it so, the phrase as well. 

Go, range the empty heaven of fantasy 

Upon Spinoza's winged horse of brass 

(Which, coming down to earth with thunder-shock, 

Stuns him that rides and robs him of an eye), 

Or lose your wits in Hegel's eloud of words, 

Or prone on hands and knees inspect the worms 

With Darwin, or with Spencer blankly stare 

At vacuum and the Inconceivable ; 

But what if, like those leaders, lonely men, 

You find yourselves at last without a Friend ? 

Meantime I stretch a hand out in the darkness 

And touch — my Father's ; nay, I wake and gaze, 

And lo ! I see the very Face and Form 

I have dream'd of ; and, a child once more, I say 
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' Our Father,' and I know my prayer is heard ! 
God help me if my God be not indeed 
The Father of my simple childish faith ! " 

Then Douglas snrugged his shoulders, scorning speech 

With one in Superstition's swaddling clothes ; 

But something in the brave benignant face, 

Bright-eyed and lofty-brow'd, and in the voice 

So tender with its soft deep Highland burr, 

Subdued us, and we listened reverently 

Ev'n where we doubted most ; and when he ceased 

A certain timid echo in our hearts 

Murmured approval. Thereupon our Queen 

Besought him, having faith so absolute, 

To carry our fitful torch of tale-telling 

A little space that day, then hand it on ~~ 

To the next, and next. He shook his head and smiled, 

Then answer'd, being urged — " To me at least 

Tour Problem is no Problem after all — 

I solved it at my Heavenly Father's knee, 
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Spelling His Name out of the Book Divine, 

And looking up into those loving eyes 

With which He shines upon the worst and best ; 

But since you wish it, I will tell a tale 

Of that same heavenly Presence — how it came 

To one who was in heart a little child, 

But who, being lessen'd by the over-wise, 

Beheld the gentle dream dissolve away ? " 

Then, without further prelude, he began 
This story of the monk Serapion, 
Who in the evening of his days embraced 
The sweet anthropomorphic heresy. 
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Setapfon* 
i. 

On the mountain heights, in a cell of stone, 

Dwelt Serapion ; 
There, winter and summer, he linger'd alone. 

Most drear was the mountain and dismal the cell ; 

Yet he loved them well — 
Contented and glad in their silence to dwelL 

And ever his face wore an innocent ray, 

And his spirit was gay, 
And he sang, like the angels who sing far away ! 

The goatherd, who gathered his flocks ere the night, 

In the red sunset light, 
Heard the voice ring above him, from height on to height. 
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Ofttimes, from his cell on the cold mountain's crown, 

He came merrily down, 
And stood, with a smile, 'mid the folk in the town 

With raiment all ragged, worn shoon on his feet, 

He walk'd in the street, 
Tet his eyes were so happy, his voice was so sweet ! 

And ever 'his face wore the grace and the gleam 

Of a beautiful dream, 
Like the light of the sun shed asleep on a stream ! 

And the folk cried aloud, as they gathered to see : 

" Of all men that be, 
The brightest and happiest surely is he ! " 

And they question'd : " ! why is thy face ever bright, 

And thy spirit so light, 
Down here in the valley, up there on the height ? " , 

He answer'd : " What makes me so happy and gay 

Wheresoever I stray ? 
The Lord I behold all the night, all the day ! 
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" He walks like a Shepherd in raiment of gold 

On the mountain-tops cold ; 
He comes to my cell ; on my knees I behold. 

" He smiles like my father who died long ago ; 

His eyes sweetly glow — 
Those eyes are as sapphires ; His beard is as snow ! 

" Yea, night-time and day-time he comes to my call, 

The dear Father of all, 
With a face ever fair, with a solemn footfall ! " 

Then the folk cried again : " Of all mortals that be, 

Surely gladdest is he ! " . . . . 
Wise monks from afar came to hear and to see. 



ii. 

As they climb'd through the snowsto his cell, they could 
hear 
His voice ringing clear, 
In a hymn to the Lord who for ever seem'd near. 
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They entered and saw him. He sat like a wight 

Who beholds some strange sight — 
Face fix'd, his eyes shining, most peaceful and bright ! 

" brother ! what makes thee so happy V 1 they cried. 

With a smile he replied : 
" The Lord who so loves me, my Guardian and Guide ! 

" He comes in the night and He comes in the day 

From his Heaven far away ; 
I feel His soft touch on my hair, as I pray. 

" He smiles with grave eyes like my father long dead, 

His hand bows my head, 
From the breath of His nostrils a blessing is shed ! " 

Through their ranks as they listened a cold shudder ran, 

And the murmur began : 
" Can God have the touch and the breath of a man) 

" No soul can conceive Him, no sight may descry 

The Most Strange, the Most High, 
Not the quick when they live, not the holy who die." 
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But Seiapion answer'd : " I hear and I see ; 

He comes hourly to me ; 
He speaks in mine ear, as I pray on my knee ! " 

They murmur'd : " Blaspheme not ! He dwells far away ; 

None fathom Him may ; 
For He is not as man, nor is fashion'd of clay. 

" Can the God we conceive not have ears and have eyes t 

Who sayeth so, lies ! 
Cast thy heresy off, hear our words, and be wise ! 

" For God is not flesh, as His worshippers "be — 

Nay, a Spirit is He, 

» 
Not shapen for mortals to hear or to see. 

" Inconceivable, Holy, Divine evermore, 

All His works ruling o'er ; 
Tet by these we conceive Him, and darkly adore." 

Then Serapion answer'd : " How strange ! For He seems, 

In my beautiful dreams, 
To be near, with a kind face that brightens and beams ! " 
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They murmur'd : " These fancies are false and abhorred ; 

Since the God who is Lord 
Neither face hath nor form, though His wrath is a sword ! 

' Put the vision behind thee i Be sure no man's eye 

Can conceive or descry 
What is hidden from angels of God in the sky ! " 

But Serapion answer'd : " He comes to my prayer : 

He is kind, He is fair ; 
His smile is as sunlight, that sleeps on the air. 

" Not as men, but more splendid and stately and tall 

Is the Father of alL 
He walks on the snows with a solemn footfall ! " 

But they cried : " By some fiend is thy solitude stirred ! 

Shall the light and the Word, 
The Spirit Almighty, be seen and be heard ? 

" Put the vision aside ; like a dream let it flit, 

And the shadow of it ; 
Lest the heresy drive thee, accurst, to the Pit." 
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They spake and lie listened For nights and for days 

He hark'd in amaze, 
While they proved that a Phantom had gladden'd his gaze. 

At last all was clear, and his forehead was bent 

In submissive assent. 
They confess'd him and bless'd him, and joyfully went. 



in. 

There he sat, still as a stone, sadly thinking it o'er, 

At his desolate door. 
Then, alone in his cell, tried to pray, as before. 

# 

He reached out his arms to the cold, empty air, 

Kneeling woefully there ; 
He prayed unto God ; but none came to his prayer. 

» 

He walked from his cell on the cold mountain's crown, 

Wending silently down, 
Till he stood as before, 'mid the folk in the town 
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With raiment all ragged, worn shoon on his feet, 

He stood in the street ; 
And his eyes were not happy, his voice was not sweet ! 

The gladness was gone that made golden his face ; 

Yea, there lingertf no trace 
Of the smile and the sunshine, the peace and the grace. 

And the folk'whisper'd low, as they gathered to see — 

" Of all men that be, 
The saddest and weariest surely is he ! * 

He climb'd up the mountain, and sat there alone ; 

And his spirit made moan— 
"My God, they have slain Thee! My God, Thou art 
gone! 

" Their breath hath destroy'd Thee, my Father ! " he said — 

" Thou art lost ! Thou art fled ! " 
And the sense of his doom was as dust on his head. 
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IV. 



The goatherd still gather'd his flocks ere the night, ' 

In the red sunset-light ; 
But heard no voice singing, afar on the height ! 
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Silent we cluster'd when the tale was done, 

Till Verity exclaimed : u As that lone monk 

Who suffered pedants to destroy his God, 

So is our England now ! For many years 

She dwelt apart and ponder'd that pure thought 

Which turned to heavenly song in Milton's mouth, 

And never questioning taught her wisest sons 

To how their heads beneath the Father's hand ; 

Then in an evil hour her ear was turn'd 

To specious pleadings which profaned the faith 

And quickened unbelieving \ from that hour 

Faith faded, the heroic stature sank 

Cubit by cubit, and her heroes changed 

To problem-haunted pigmies, clustering mites 

On the green cheese of Science. Faugh, how rank 

The stale thing smells, to nostrils which have drunk 

The pure air sweeten'd by the mountain snows 

Where men even yet may find the living God ! " 



138 THE SECOND DAY. 

Cried Sparkle quickly, " I will grant you, Faith 
Was marvellous, when Faith was possible ! 
But which is best for outcast' Nature's Son, 
Fatherless, illegitimately born, 
And at the best remitted to the care 
Of an abandon'd mother — which is test, 
To play the farce of filial faith to One 
Who utterly declines to show His face, 
Nay, who, if He exists, denies Himself, 
And leaves His offspring unprovided for, 
Or boldly, calmly, facing all events, 
To say, * In all the world where'er I search 
I find no trace of Fatherhood at all, 
No token of His kindness or His care, — 
Only inexorable Law pursuing 
Me and my brethren, and that greater one, 
Nature, our mother. Blessings upon her, 
Upon her poor blind eyes and beauteous face 
Still sunny with insufferable love ! 
Blessings upon her, and sweet reverence, 
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Who loveth us, her children ! On her breast 

We wakened, ever in her circling arms 

We found kind shelter ; when our hearts are sore, 

Our spirits weary, she can comfort us 

With countless ministrations, woven smiles 

Of light and flowers and sunshine ; when at last 

We are wearied out with our brief day of life, 

She hath a bed of quiet ready, strewn 

With grass and scented shadow. Bid me kneel 

To her who never f ail'd in acts of love, 

And lo 1 how eagerly, how reverently, 

I haste to bend the knee ; but bid me kneel 

To Him I'know not, who since life began 

Hath never stood acknowledged or revealed, 

And lo ! I rise erect with folded arms 

In the full pride and privilege of Man, 

Rejecting, scorning, or denying Him ! 

How hath He helped me ? When my finger ached 

Or my soul sicken'd of some dark disease, 

Where was my Father — where was He for whom 
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I shriek'd through all the watches of the night 

In pain and protestation ! Did He come 

To comfort and sustain me 9 When I shrank 

Affrighted from the clammy hands of Death, 

When in mine arms the maiden of my love 

Lay dead and cold, slain by her own first kiss, 

Where was the Father that ye vaunt so much ? 

I owe Him life 1 Perchance. Love too,? Ah me, 

A little love to mock a little life 

Forlorn, and swiftly flying ! He hath chosen, 

To leave me in the wilderness of thought 

Abandoned and rejected ; I in turn, 

Finding He fails me in my hour of need, 

Finding He cannot save me from the fangs 

Of His own bloodhounds, Death and Force and Law, 

Beject Him, and abandon that old dream 

Of ever looking on a Father's face ! " 

More would his lips have utter'd in a strain 
By some deemed blasphemous, but angry cries 
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Broke in upon the current of his speech ; 

And many there, remembering the fear 

Which drove them thither from the City's streets, 

Drew timorously together, as if fearing 

The Earthquake's jaws might open under them. 

" Enough ! " cried Barbara — " you touch the harp 

Of feeling with too strenuous a touch, 

And jar the delicate chords too cruelly ! 

For me, I mourn the faith which long ago 

Led men into the desert sands to pray, 

And tomb'd the hermit in his narrow cell ; 

Then love was pain, and pain was privilege, 

And he who sought the Father was content 

To find Him bleeding on the wayside Gross, 

Or looking sadly from the Sepulchre. 

Now who will justify the holiness 

Of self-renouncement, shaming with some tale, 

Quaint as a missal love-illumined, 

Our peevish problem-haunted modernness 1 

Come, Bishop, for you have not spoken yet, 
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Though clad in wisdom and in purity 
As whitely as your ancestors, the monks/' 

Close to her side stood Bishop Eglantine, 
The gentle priest who dwells an anchorite 
Amid the busiest throngs of living men — 
A man who, sitting at the laden board 
Of Knowledge, looking with a longing eye 
On the rare dainties that he must not touch, 
Grows gaunt and lean with intellectual fasts ; 
So spare, the soul seems shining through his flesh 
like light through alabaster. Tall he stood, 
Upgazing through the thin transparent roof 
Of leaves upon some peaceful sight in heaven, 
And when he smiled in answer to her words 
His smile was spectre-like and virginal, 
Too faint for flesh and blood. Not far away 
The plumper Bishop Primrose laughing sat, I 
Broad as his Church and sunnier than his creed, 
And held a bright-eyed child between his knees. 
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A Roman lily and an English rose 

Were these two prelates ; one proclaiming Christ 

Ghostly and sad and sacrificial, 

The other, Christ the brown young Shepherd, clad 

With strength as with a garment, bending down 

To lift a lambkin straggling among thorns, 

And bear it on his back across the hills 

Into the Master's fold. 

Quoth Eglantine, 

With courteous bow to all the circle round, 

" EVn as you spoke my thoughts were far away 

With one who tenderly renounced the flesh 

And found in pain sweet comfort long ago. 

Here is the tale — scarcely indeed a tale — 

'Tis given in a monkish chronicle, 

And is so brief, that he wjio runs may hear." 
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IRamon fl&onat 
i. 

Hidden from the light of day, 
All his care to plead and pray, 
In his cell sat Ramon Monat, 
Gaunt and grey. 

2. 

Suddenly before his sight 
Stood the Virgin robed in white, — 
In her arms fresh-gather'd roses 
Red and bright. 

" Ramon, Ramon,", murmured she, 
" See the gifts I bring to thee, 
Roses, red celestial roses, , 
Pluck'd by me ! 
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u Walking in His gardens fair, 
'Midst the golden glory there, 

My sweet Son, the Lord Christ Jesus, 
Hears thy prayer ! 

5- 
" Lo, He sendeth thee to-day 

These blest flowers from far away ! " . . . 

Wildly sobbing, Ramon Monat 

Answer'd " Nay ! 

6. 
" Holy Mother, on thy breast 

Let the flowers of rapture rest, — 

Not for me — I am not worthy — 

Gifts so blest 1 

7. 
"Ah, but if my brows might gain 

(Hear me, though the prayer is vain), 

For a moment's space, my Master's 

Crown of pain ! " 
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& 

From his sight the Virgin fair 

Vanish'd, as he sank in prayer ; 
Presently, again he saw her, 
Standing there ! 

9- 

Weeping bitterly she said, 

" See, the gift I bring instead — 
Lo, the cruel crown of sorrow, 
Bloody-red ! " 

10. 

When the Yirgin Mother mild, 

Weeping like a little child, 

Set the thorns on Ramon's forehead, 
Ramon smiled ! 

n. 

Lonely there for many a day, 

Rack'd with anguish, gaunt and grey, 
Happy with that crown of sorrow, 
Ramon lay. 



i 
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12. 

Then, when 'twas his Master's will, 

There they found him dead and chill, 
Sweetly, in his crown of sorrow, 
Smiling still ! 



1 

[ 
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" The lunatic, the anchorite, and the poet 
Are of rank superstition all compact," 
Cried Douglas, lifting high his cap and bells ; 
" Your Bamon Monat wore his crown of thorns 
Upon his pallid brow as jauntily 
As Caesar throws the purple round his limbs. 
Such creatures on the body of Mother Church 
Crawl'd thickly, till good Doctor Rational, 
Call'd when the lady's state was perilous, 
Said, c Wash thyself — b& clean, take exercise ! ' 
And so the vermin died. He serves God best 
Who loves his kind, and teaches them to rinse 
Both soul and body, until both appear 
As clean — as a sheep's heart ! " 

A speech so bold 
Jarr'd with the gentle temper of the hour, 
The peaceful woods, the summer afternoon, 
The dreamy spirit of that sylvan scene. 
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" Peace, knave ! " cried Barbara mock-seriously, 
" Moments there are when even cap and bells 
Must lose their privilege, and fools be dumb 
For fear of stripes ! " — and to him on the grass 
She tossed a bunch of grapes, which Douglas caught 
And munch'd in silence, lying on his back. 
Then came a pause, so deep that we could hear 
The breathing of the silence, the soft stir 
Of birds among the boughs, the waterfall 
Crooning itself to sleep within the woods. 

Quoth Bishop Primrose : " Your ascetics shrank 

Sense after sense, until their very souls 

Became as mere Narcissi, pondering 

Their own reflections, figuring in their pride 

A moral catalepsy, death not life. 

He serves God best who launches fearlessly 

Out on the living waters, and proclaiming 

The great celestial haven, leads the way 

With all sails set, that the poor storm-toss'd fleet 
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Of Humankind may follow fearlessly ! 
Ev*n so the preachers of our Church have done, 
Spreading glad tidings up and down the world, 
And working out salvation for themselves 
Through the redemption of the human race ! " 

" Alas ! " another speaker interposed, 

" The Storm is loud for ever on the seas, 

And while the proud strong Churches of the creeds 

Sail to and fro with golden argosies, 

Each night a fleet of fishing-boats goes down 

And no man heeds ! Science is tenderer ; 

She puts a beacon on each rocky cape, 

And sounds the shallows, that poor mariners 

May know the seas their ships must navigate. 

Meantime the tumult of Euroclydon 

Boars on the Deep ; and mark ! the tempest blows 

Not to but from the far-off Heavenly Land, 

Beating the vessels back on dusky shores 

To shipwreck close at home. I'd rather trust 
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The roughest pilot born upon the coast, 
Familiar with the dangers round about, , 
Than any of your Priests who shut their eyes 
And wring their hands and pray ! This world of oura 
Is at the mercy of the elements ; 
Who tries to weigh them ? Science does her best, 
While poor Eeligion quakes, and conjures up 
More spectres than the storm itself can breed." 
He added : " Just the other day in church, 
Drifted there Heaven knows how and Heaven knows 
why, 

I heard the preacher preach, and dreamed a dream ; 

* 

If you will have it, here it is in verse, 
Rude as the maker, rugged as the theme," — 
And no one interposing, he began. 
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5n a fashionable Gburcb* 



What Shape is this with hands outreaching, 
Walking the waters of Hell, and preaching ? 
The waves are rolling beneath and glistening, 
Each breaking wave is a white face, listening ! 

The rift is roaring, the rain is moaning — 
His robe streams back as He stands intoning ; 
With jet-black troughs the mad seas break at Him, 
And the lightning springs, like a hissing snake, at Him ! 

God, doth He guess any soul can hear Him, 
With the wind so wailing, the storm so near Him ? 
Yet now and then sounds His voice of wonder there, 
Like the plash of a shower in the pause of thunder, there. 



j 
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The Devil sits by those waters evil, 

Pensive, as is the wont of the Devil, 

So bored and blase his expression is 

None would guess what his true profession is. 

The waters and he are tired together 

Of such eternally stormy weather ; 

Always that wind is roaring busily, 

Till the heart feels faint and the head rocks dizzily. 

Always gusty both night and morrow ! 

No wonder the Devil is full of sorrow, 

No wonder he sneers at the Figure preaching there 

With bright eyes burning and hands outreaching there. 

1 

The Devil thinks, " What use of trying 
To preach a sermon 'midst such a crying ? 
If He bade the Almighty close His batteries, 
The damn'd beneath Him might guess what the matter 
is!" 
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And lo ! the Figure with white robe streaming 
Raises His hand while the winds are screaming— 
As He stood on the earth when the Pharisees found Him, 
He stands, and the same Storm beats around Him. 



As long ago .'neath the empyrean 
He walked on the waters Galilean, 

» 

With only the poor damn'd souls to discern it, He 
Walks, and has walked through a long eternity ! 



God with the still small voice's calling ! 
Soft as rain on the grass 'tis falling, 
Yet little blame to the souls who are near to it 
If they break and groan and give no ear to it ! 



Something it is for the damn'd below Him 
To see the patient Figure and know Him ! . . . . 
What a wind ! what a raining and roaring now ! 
Lightning, thunder, and black rain pouring now ! 
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H. 

Up with a start I waken groaning, 
And hear sweet Honeydew's voice intoning. 
Only a dream ! — and in church I am again, 
Half asleep, in the midst of the sham again ! 

Hark ! how the soft-eyed, soft-voiced creature 
Preaches, with sweetness in every feature ! 
The ladies listen, the maids sit dutiful, 
The spinsters quiver, and murmur, " Beautiful ! " 

Surely as every Sunday passes 
The scented silken superior classes 
Flutter flounces and flash like sunny dew 
Around the Reverend Mr. Honeydew. 

Cambric handkerchiefs scatter scent about, 

Pomaded heads are devoutly bent about, 

Silks are rustling, lips are muttering, 

To the dear man's emotional pausing and fluttering. 
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The actor with his shaven cheek here 
Studies his art and learns to speak here ; 
Every period properly weighted is, 
With gentle matter the sermon freighted is. 



Sir Midas, portly and resplendent, 
With the little Midases attendant, 
And Lady Midas, all eyes upon her here, 
Sit and smile in the pew of honour here. 



Even the agnostic and revolter 
Gather before this Chapel's altar, 
For none of the bigot's mad insanity 
Deforms dear Honeydew's Christianity. 



In such an excellent pastor's leading, 

So full of brightness and dainty breeding, 

Even the faith ecclesiastical 

Seems entertaining and less fantastical ! 
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The preacher is an excellent fellow ! 
His matter and manner are ever mellow. . . . 
But afar the tempest of Hell is thundering, 
The Figure preaching, the Devil wondering ! 
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Strange as some low and far off thunder-peal 
Heard in the still heat of a summer day, 
While shepherds looking upward in the sun 
See purple banks of cloud that ominously 
Koll in the distance, came the speaker's words ; 
And as they ended we beheld indeed 
Hell, or Creation adumbrating Hell, 
Breathing with ululations of despair. 
Hearing the wails of sin, the moans of men, 
The hopeless, ceaseless wash of weary lives 
Which sigh for sunlight or some shore of peace, 
We pitied that supreme despairing Shape 
Who treads the waves of woe with luminous feet, 
And since He cannot still them, grows as sad 
As the wild waters He is walking"on. 
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And all were silent until Barbara rose 
And sigh'd : (< The sun is sinking in the west ; 
Our happy day is ended — let us go ! " 
And murmuring like bees around the queen 
We wandered slowly to the river-side. 

Now like a gentle herdsman stood the sun 
Pausing upon the brae-tops while he drove 
His fleecy flocks of cloud into their fold 
Beneath the faintly glimmering evening star; 
And coming from the shadow of the woods, 
Hushing our cries, we saw the gloaming grow, 
The trees behind us black, the prospects dim, 
But all things looming large in lustrous air, 
The river-pools as full of deep strange light 
As the still sky. The air, too, seem'd alive 
With ominous sound akin to that strange light : 
The bull-frogs croaking from the river shallows, 
The cat-owl calling from the distant glade, 
The murmuring waterfall now faintly heard 



160 THE SECOND DAY. 

Drowsy and half asleep. Then from the woods 
Bang sudden laughter, sharp and silvery clear, 
Of merry maidens, and the music seem'd 
As hollow as a bell, and when we spoke 
Our voices had an eerie and empty sound 
As if through vast and echoing corridors 
We walked in awe. 

But soon upon the stream 
Our bright flotilla homeward sailed again, 
And ere we reached the silent Priory woods 
The azure gates of darkness, swinging wide, 
Revealed the lucent starry-paven floors, 
And all the lamps of heaven ranged in rows 
Each in its order round the Altar-steps, 
From which a pale and silver-vestured Moon 
Pour'd bright ablution and upraised the Host. 

Then, as the glory wrapt us round and round, 
And the dark river, sparkling to our oars, 
Flash'd back the dewy splendour, soft and low 
Some voices joined in song ; and thus they sang :- 
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Storm in the night ! and a voice in the Storm is crying : 

" They have taken my Lord, and I know not where He is lying ! " 

" I sat in the Tomb by His side, with a soul unshaken, 
I chafed His clay-cold hands, — for I knew He must waken. 

" Before He closed His eyes, He said to the weeping — 
' 'Tis but a little while— I shall wake from sleeping ! ' 

" Cold and stiff He lay, not seeing or hearing ; 

The Tomb was sealed with a rock, — but I sat unfearing. 

" For a light lay on His eyes, and His face was gleaming ; 
I heard Him sigh in His sleep, and thought ' He is dreaming ! ' 

" And then, with a thunder-peal, the rock was riven ; 
Bright, in the mouth of the Tomb, stood Angels of Heaven ! 

" He did not stir, though I whispered, ' Master, awaken ! ' . . . 
Then brightness blinded my eyes,— and lo, He was taken ! 

" I woke in the Tomb alone, and the wind chill'd through me : 
' O Master, ' I moan'd, ' remember Thy promise tome!' 

" I crept through the night and sought Him. . . . Hither and 

thither 
The swift Moon walk'd, and the white-tooth'd Sea ran with her. 

" I stole from palace to palace, from prison to prison, 

I found no trace of my Lord, though they said ' He hath risen ! 

L 
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" I heard the Nations weeping — I questioned the Nations : 
One sai^f He is dead ! ' another, * He lives — have patience ! ' 

" Twice — on the desert sands, in the City Holy, 

I have found two pierced footprints, vanishing slowly ! 

u Wearily still I wander and still pursue Him — 
He promised and I await Him, wailing unto Him ! 

"And now they say, ' He is dead — hath the world forsaken/ 
Ah no, He hath promised ! — hath waken'd, — or will awaken ! " 

Storm in the night 1 and a voice in the storm still crying : 

14 They have taken my Lord, and I know not where He is lying ! " 



Ube Ubfrfr 2>as, 



(THIS WORLD.) 



THE THIRD DAY. 

Next day it storm'd. Awakening I gazed forth, 

And saw a slanting wall of liquid gray 

Shutting out park and pale, while overhead 

The black clouds droop'd their banners drifting east ; 

Then gazing southward, through the mists I saw 

The ghostly glimmer of the distant Ocean ; 

Desolate as a soul that leaps from heaven, 

The wild rain flung itself into the sea, 

And sobbing, choked and drown'd ! 

The day drew on. 
Slowly at intervals, with dismal yawns, 
The guests descended to the breakfast-rooms, 
And afterwards they scatter'd hither and thither : 
Some to the drawing-room to lounge and flirt, 
Some to the billiard-room, whence soon there came 
The light sharp rattle of the ivory ball ; 
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Some to the library, others to the porch, 

To lounge there, pipe in mouth, and watch the weather. 

A few, with Sappho Syntax at their head, 

Donned their goloshes and their waterproofs, 

And faced the Storm ; but many kept apart 

Unti| the lunch-bell rang ; then, luncheon o'er, 

More straggling up and down from room to room, 

Till, as the hum spreads through a throng of bees 

That the queen bee is near, and straightway all 

Throng to the honey'd centre of the hive, 

The murmur spread that Barbara held her court 

In the great drawing-room ; whither hastening, 

We found her, throned upon an ottoman, 

Sparkle, high priest of Science, at her side, 

And murmuring silken periods in her ear. 



« 



Dreary indeed, flat, dreary and confined, 
As this our Priory on a day of rain, 
With walls of liquid black on every side, 

i 

Must the sad Earth have seemed ere Science rose 
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To tear the veil from Nature's face, and show 

The wonders of the illimitable Void. 

A thousand years after the birth of Christ, 

Religion, like the Spirit of the Storm, 

Obscured the open heaven, veiled land and tide, 

And made Creation dark ; and no man knew 

The clime wherein he dwelt, or dared explore 

His earthly habitation ; but the tide 

Of Superstition, like another Flood, 

Submerged the landmarks, hid the continents, 

And mingled black with the unpastured Sea. 

Then, like a cumbrous Ark, the Church survived, 

1 

And resting on the Ararat of Rome, 
Rock'd to the wash of waters — those within, 
Arrayed in priestly raiment, crying aloud, 
' Woe ! woe to man ! the Day of Doom is near ! ' 
Honour to those who in that awful hour 
Flew forth upon the waves like fearless doves, 
And though the craven priests cried out c Beware ! ' 
Faced the wild darkness and the winds of heaven, 
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Seeking for glimpses of the solid land ! 

Then some came circling back with wearied wings, 

And many vanished never to return ; 

A few, the fleetest and most strong of flight, 

Returning after many wanderings, 

Brought with them, as the dove its olive branch, 

Tidings of gladness and a sunlit world ! " 

Then murmured Leslie Lambe with kindling cheeks, 
" Doves, say you ? Doves ? F faith, it needed then 
The eagle's pinion and the eagle's eye 
To penetrate that melancholy waste. 
Think of Magellan I what an eagle, he ! — 
The man of marble who in Hell's despite 
Unto his lonely purpose held unmoved, 
And sailing with unconquerable wing 
Across that blackness, came at last in sight 
Of a new Heaven sown with unknown stars, 
And underneath, a new and wondrous World. 
Stranger the problem he, the undaunted, solved 
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Than all your problems of a world to come. 

Fie on your poets, fools of fantasy, 

That never one hath sung that hero's praise ! " 

Then I remember'd an old Song o* the Sea 
Put in the mouth of one who sailed the main 
With that stern captain, and within his arms 
Held him when, slain by poisonous darts, he died ; 
The words, the rhyme, kept time' within my brain 
Like wild sea-surges as the other spake ; 
And when, with eager glance around, he ceased, 
I craved permission of our smiling Queen, 
And having quickly gained it, thus began : — 
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tlbe dosage of dDagellan. 

* 

(spoken in the pebson of one of his lieutenants, dying at home, 
teabs after the wondebful voyage was oveb.) 

Send no shaven monks to shrive me, close the doors 
against their cries ; 

Liars all ! ay, rogues and liars, like the Father of all lies ; 

Nay, but open wide the casement, once more let me feast 
my gaze 

On the glittering signs of Heaven, on the mighty Ocean- 
ways! 

Who's that knocking 1 Fra Eamiro 1 Left his wine-cup 

and arm-chair, 
Come again with book and ointment, to anoint me and 

prepare? 
Sacremento! — send him packing, with his comrades 

shaven-crown'd : 



THE VOYAGE OF MAGELLAN. 171 

Liars all ! and prince of liars is their Pope ! The world 
is round ! 

See, the Ocean ! like quicksilver, throbbing in the starry 

light ! 
See the stars and constellations, strangely, mystically 

bright 
Ah, but there, beyond our vision, other stars look brightly 

down, 
Other stars, and high among them, great Magellan's starry 

crown! 



O Magellan! lord and master! — mighty soul no Pope 

could tame ! 
On the seas and on the heavens you have left your radiant 

name; 

» 

Brightly shall it burn for ever, o'er the waters without 

bound, 
Proving Pope and Priests still liars, while the sun-kist 

world is round. 
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Let the cowls at Salamanca cluster thick as rook and 
daw! 

Let the Pope, with right hand palsied, clutch his thunder- 
bolts of straw ! 

Heaven and Ocean, here and yonder, put their feeble 
dreams to shame ; 

Earth is round, and high above it shines Magellan's starry 
name ! 



Have you vanish'd, my Master? my" Captain, King 

of men, 
Shall I never more behold you standing at the mast 

again, 
Eagle-eyed, and stern and silent, never sleeping or at 

rest, 
Pallid as a man of marble, ever looking to the west ? 

As I lie and watch the heavens, once again I seem to be 
Out upon the waste of waters, sailing on from sea to 
sea* • • • 
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Hark ! what's that %— the monks intoning in the chapel 

close at hand 1 
Nay, I hear but sea-birds screaming, round dark capes of 

lonely land. 



Out upon the still equator, on a sea without a breath, 
Burning, blistering in the sunlight, we are tossing sick to 

death ; 
Every night the sun sinks crimson on the water's endless 

swell, 
Every dawn he rises golden, fiery as the flames of Hell. 



Seventy days our five brave vessels welter in the watery 

glare, 
O'er the bulwarks hang the seamen panting open-mouth'd 

for air ; 
On the " Trinitie " Magellan watches in a fierce unrest, 
* Never doubting or despairing, ever looking to the 

west. 



f 
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Then at last with fire and thunder open cracks the sultry 

sky, 
While the surging seas roll under, swift before the blast 

we fly, 
Westward, ever westward, plunging, while the waters wash 

and wail ; 
Nights and days drift past in darkness while we sail, 

and sail, and sail. 

Then the Tempest, like an eagle by a thunderbolt struck 

dead, 
With one last wild flap of pinions, droppeth spent and 

bloody-red, 
Purpling Heaven and Ocean lieth on the dark horizon's 

brink, 

While upon the decks we gather silently, and watch him 
sink. 

Troublously the Ocean labours in a last surcease of pain, 
While a soft breath blowing westward wafts us softly on 
the main, — 
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Nearer to the edge of darkness where the flat earth ends, 

men swear, 
Where the dark abysses open, gulf on gulf of empty air ! j 

Creeping silently our vessels enter wastes of wondrous 

weed, 
Slimy growth that clings around them, tangle growing 

purple seed, 
Staining all the waste of waters, making isles of floating 

black, 
While the seamen, pointing fingers, shrink in dread, and 

cry, " Turn back ! " 

On the " Trinitie " Magellan stands and looks with fearless 

eyes — 
" Fools, the world is round ! '' he answers, " onward still 

our pathway lies ; 
Though the gulfs of Hell yawn'd yonder, though the Earth 

were ended there, 
I would venture boldly forward, facing Death and Death's 

despair." 
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On their knees they kneel unto him, cross themselves 

and shriek afraid, 
Pallid as a man of marble stands the Captain undismayed, 
Claps on sail and leads us onward, while the ships crawl 

in his track, 
Slowly, scarcely moving, trailing monstrous weeds that 

hold them back. 

On each vessel's prow a seaman stands and casts the 

sounding-lead, 
In the cage high up the foremast gather watchers sick 

with dread. 
Calmly on the poop Magellan marks the Heavens and 

marks the Sea, 
Darkness round and darkness o'er him, closing round the 

" Trinitie." 

Days and nights of deeper darkness follow — then there 

comes the cry, 
" He is mad — Death waits before us — turn the ships and 

let us fly ! 
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Storm of mutinous anger gathers round the Captain stern 

and true, 
Near the foremast, fiercely glaring, flash the faces of the 

crew. 

One there is, a savage seaman, gnashing teeth and waving 

hands, 
Strides with curses to the Captain where with folded arms 

he stands, — 
" Turn, thou madman, turn ! " he shrieketh — scarcely hath 

he spoke the word, 
Ere a bleeding log he falleth, slaughter^ by the Leader's 

sword! 



" Fools and cowards ! " cries Magellan, spurning him with 

armed heel, 
" If another dreams of flying, let him speak — and taste 

my steel 1 " 
like caged tigers when the Tamer enters calmly, shrink 

the band, 
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While the Master strides among them, cloth'd in mail and 
sword in hand. 



Magellan ! lord and leader ! — only He whose fingers 

frame 
Twisted thews of pard or panther, knot them round their 

hearts of name, 
Light the emeralds burning brightly in their eyeballs as 

they roll, 
Could have made that mightier marvel, thine inexorable 

soul ! 



Onward, ever on, we falter — till there comes a dawn of 

Day 
Creeping ghostly up behind us, mirror'd faintly far away, 
While across the seas to starboard loometh strangely land 

or cloud — 
" Land to starboard ! " cries Magellan — " Land ! " the 

seamen call aloud. 
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Southward steering creep the vessels, while the lights of 

morning grow ; 
Fades the land, while in our faces chilly fog and vapour 

blow; 
Colder grows the air, and clinging round the masts and 

stiffening sails 
Freezes into crystal dewdrops, into hanging icicles ! 



Suddenly arise before us, phantom-wise, as in eclipse, 
Icebergs drifting on the Ocean like innumerable ships — 
In the light they flash prismatic as among their throng 

we creep, 
Crashing down to overwhelm us, thundering to the 

thund'rous Deep ! 



Towering ghostly and gigantic, 'midst the steam of their 

own breath, 
Moving northward in procession in their snowy shrouds 

of Death, 
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Rise the bergs, now overtoppling like great fountains in 

the air, 
"While along their crumbling edges slips the seal and steals 

the bear. 

With the frost upon his armour, like a skeleton of steel, 
Stands the Master, waiting, watching, clad in cold from 

head to heel ; 
Loud his voice rings through the vapours, ordering all and 

leading on, 
Till the bergs, before his finger, fall back ghostlike, and 

are gone ! 

Once again before our vision sparkles Ocean wide and 

free, 
With the sun's red ball of crimson resting on the rim of 

sea; — 
"Lo, the sun!" he laughs exulting — "still he beckons 

far away — 
Earth is round, and on its circle evermore we chase the 

Day ! " 



r^ 
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As be speaks the sunset blackens. Twilight trembles 

through the skies 
For a moment — then the heavens open all their starry 

eyes! 
Suddenly strange Constellations flash from out the fields 

of blue — 
Not a star that we remember, not a splendour priestcraft 

knew ! 



Sinking on his knee, Magellan prays : " Now glory be to 

God! 
To the Christ who led us forward oh His wondrous 

watery road ! 
See, the heavens give attestation that our search shall 

yet be crowned, 

Proving Pope and Priests still liars, and the sunkist world 
is round ! " 

Sparkling ruby-ray'd and golden round the dusky neck 
of Night 
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Hangs the jewel'd Constellation, strangely, mystically 

bright — 
Pointing at it cries the Master, " By the God we all adore, 
It shall bear my name, Magellan ! " and it bears it, 

evermora 

Storms arising sweep us onward, but each night our 

courage grows, 
Newer portals of the Heavens seem to open and enclose, 
Showing in the blue abysm vistas luminously strange, 
Sphere on sphere, and far beyond them fainter lights that 

sparkle and change ! 

Presently once more we falter among pools of drifting 

scum, 
Weed and tangle — o'er the blackness curious sea-birds go 

and come — 
While to southward looms a darkness, as of land or 

gathering cloud, 

Northward too, another darkness, and a sound of breakers 
loud. 
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Once again they call in -terror, "Turn again, for Death 

is near ! " 

Once again he quells their tumult, smiting till they 

, crouch in fear. 
On with darkness closing round them, land or cloud, our 

fleet is led, 

Fighting tides that sweep them backward, flowing from 

some gulf of dread. 

Next, the Vision ! next the Morning, after rayless nights 

and days, 
Twinkling on a great calm Ocean stretching far as eye 

can gaze, — 
Newer heavens and newer waters, solitary and profound, 
Eise before us, while behind us Day arises crimson- 

crown'd ! 

Turning we behold the shadows of the straits through 

which we sped, 
Then again our eyes look forward where the windless 
waters spread ; 
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Overhead the sun rolls golden, moving westward through 

the blue, 
Reddens down the far-off heavens, beckons bright, and we 

pursue. 

On that vast and tranquil Ocean, folding wings the strong 

winds dwell, 
Sleeping softly or just stirring to the water's tranquil swell, 
Peaceful as the fields of heaven where the stars like bright 

flocks feed, — 
So that many dream they wander thro' the azure Heaven 

indeed ! 



Then Magellan, from its scabbard drawing forth his shining 

sword, 
Grasps the blade, and downward bending dips the bright 

hilt overboard — 
" By the holy Cross's likeness, mirror'd in this hilt !" cries 

he, 
" Be this Ocean called Pacific, since it sleeps eternallie ! " 



1^ i«PTOTM«w« nnwPW-119 



THE VOYAGE OF MAGELLAN. 185 

Pastured with a calm eternal, drawing down the clouds 

in dew, 
Sighing low with soft pulsations, darkly, mystically blue, 
lies that long untrodden Ocean, while for months we sail 

it o'er ; 
Ever dawns the sun behind us, ever swiftly sets before. 

But like devils out of Tophet, as we sail with God for 
Guide, 

Rise the Spectres, Thirst and Hunger, hollow-cheek'd and 

cruel-eyed ; 
Fierce and famish'd creep the seamen, while the tongues 

between their teeth 
Loll like tongues of hounds for water, dry as dust and 

black with death. 



Many fall and die blaspheming, " Give us food ! " the 

living call — 
Pallid as a man of marble stands the Master gaunt and 

tall, 



1 86 THE THIRD DAY. 

Hunger fierce within him also, and his parch'd lips prest 

in pain, 
But a mightier thirst and hunger burning in his heart 

and brain! 



Black decks blistering in the sunlight, sails and cordage 

dry as clay, 
Crawl the ships on those still waters night by night and 

day by day; 
Then the rain comes, and we lap it as upon the decks it 

flows — 
" Spread a sail ! " calls out the Master, and we catch it ere 

it goea 

Now and then a lonely sea-bird hovers far away, and we 
Crouch with hungry eyes and watch it fluttering closer 

o'er the sea, 
Curse it if it flies beyond us, shoot it' if it cometh nigh, 
Share the flesh and blood among us, underneath the 

Captain's eye. 
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Sometimes famish'd unto madness, fierce as wolves that 
shriek in strife, 

One man springs upon another, stabs him with the murder- 
ous knife ; 

Then the Master, stalking forward where the murderer 
shrinks in dread, 

Bids him kneel, and as he kneeleth cleaves him down, and 
leaves him dead. 

Magellan ! . mighty Eagle, circling sunward lost in light, 
Wafting wings of power and striking meaner things that 

cross thy flight, 
God to such as thee gives never lambkin's love or dove's 

desire — 
Nay, but eyes that scatter terror from a ruthless heart of 

fire ! 

Give me wine. My pulses falter. . . So ! . . . Confusion 

to the cowls ! 
They who hooted at my Eagle, eyes of bats and heads of 

owls! 
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Throw the casement open wider ! There is something yet 

to tell- 
How we came at last to waters where the naked islesmen 

dwell. 

Isles of wonder, fringed with coral, ring , d with shallows 
tnrquoise-hlue, 

Where bright fish and crimson monsters flash'd their 
jewel'd lights and flew, 

Steeps of palm that rose to heaven out of purple depths 
of sea, 

While upon their sunlit summits stirr'd the tufted cocoa- 
tree — 

Isles of cinnabar and spices, where soft airs for ever creep, 
Scenting Ocean all around them with strange odours soft 

as sleep — 
Isles about whose promontories danced the black man's 

light canoe, 
Isles where dark-eyed women beckon'd, perfumed like the 

breath they drew. 
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Drunken with the sight we landed, rush'd into the scented 
glades, 

Treading down the scented branches, seized the struggling 
savage maida 

Ah, the orgy ! Still it sickens ! — blood of men bestrewed 
our path, 

Till the islesmen rose against us, thick as vultures shriek- 
ing wrath. 

Then, the sequel ! Nay, I know not how the damned deed 

could be — 
By some islesman's poisoned arrow or some Spaniard's 

treacherie ; 
But one evening, as we struggled fighting to our boats on 

shore, 
In the shallows fell the Captain, foully slain, and rose no 

more ! 

Magellan ! my Master ! my Captain, King of men ! 
Was it fit thou so shouldst perish, though thy work was 
over then, 
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Foully slain by foe or comrade, butchered like a common 

thing, 
Thou whose eagle flight had circled Earth upon undaunted 

wing! 

Nay, but then my King had conquered ! Earth and Ocean 

to his sight 
Open'd had their wondrous visions, shaming centuries Of 

night; 
Nay, but even the shining Heavens kept the record of his 

fame — 
Earth was round, and high above it shone Magellan's starry 

name. 



How our wondrous voyage ended ? Nay, I know not, — 

all was done ; 
Lying in my ship I sickened, moaning, hidden from the 

sun. 
Yea ! the vessels drifted onward till they came to isles of 

calm, 
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Where some savage monarch hail'd them, Standing under- 
neath a palm. 

How the wanderers took these islands tributary to our 

King, 
Show'd the Cross, baptized the monarch, homeward crept 

on weary wing ? 
Pshaw, 'tis nothing ! All was over ! He had staked his 

soul and gained, 
They but reaped the Master's sowing, they but crawl'd 

where he had reigned ! 

Hark ! what sound is that 1 The chiming of the dreary 

vesper bell ? 
Nay, I hear but Ocean sighing, feel the waters heave and 

swell. 
Earth is round, but sailing sunward with my Master still 

I fare- 
Other Heavens his ship is searching, — and I go to seek 

him there ! 



192 THE THIRD DAY. 



The wall of darkness round the rainy house 

Broke as I ended, and a watery beam 

Of sunshine struck the pane, and lingering on it, 

Became prismatic. Then with quiet smile 

Professor Mors, the truculent Irishman, 

Whose treatise on the origin of worlds 

Fluttered the Churches for a season, said : 

" Man conquers earth, and climbing yonder Heaven 

Pursues the baleful gods from throne to throne ! 

Ah, but the strife was long, and even here 

It hath not ended yet Each Phantom laid, 

Another rises, though on fearless wing 

We creep from world to world. Evil abides, 

And with her hideous mother, Ignorance, 

Scatters pollution ! " 

Calmly answered him 
Dan Paumanok, the Yankee pantheist : 
" Friend, I have dwelt on earth as long as you, 
And found all evil here but forms of good ! " 
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Whereat some laughed, and cried, " A paradox ! " 

But, gravely leaning back in his arm-chair, 

The greybeard cried, "Knowledge and Ignorance, 

I calculate, are sisters — otherwise . 

Named Good and Evil. Hand in hand they walk, 

So like, that even those who know them best 

Scarcely distinguish their identities ! 

Thro' the dark places of the troubled earth 

The first walks radiant and the last gropes blind ; 

But when they come upon the mountain-tops, 

In the night's stillness, underneath the stars, 

The last it is that of ttimes leads the first 

And points her upward to the heavenly way ! " 

" If this be so," the grim Professor cried, 
Shrugging his shoulders with impatient sneer, 
" Then wrong is every whit as good as right, 
The Darkness is no better than the Light 
It comprehends not 1 " " Certainly^^exclaimed 
The melancholy transcendentalist ; 
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" One is the tally of the other, friend ; 
Nay more, they intermingle, and are one ! 
The morning dew, that scarcely bends the flowers, 
Exhaled to heaven becomes the thunderbolt 
That strikes and slays at noon." 

But Mors replied 
With cold superior smile : u A cheerful creed ! 
And comfortable, — since, whate'er befalls, 
No matter if the f oemen sack the city, 
No matter if the plague-cart comes and goes, 
No matter if the starving cry for bread, 
The sleepy watchman calmly cries ' All's well 1 ' 
For my poor part, as one whose youth was spent, 
Not in pursuit of vain delusive dreams, 
But in the halls of Science, whom I serve, 
I fail to find in Evil any form 
My mistress would be brought to christen good ; 
Nay, on my life," he added, gathering zeal, 
" Than such a pantheistic lotus-flower 
I'd rather choose those husks and shells of grace 
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John Calvin found when, prone on hands and knees, 
He searched the garbage of Original Sin ! 
And rather than believe that Hell was Heaven, 
People my Hell once more with soot-black fiends ! 
For Fever, Pestilence, and Ignorance 
No angels are, falTn from some high estate, 
But devilish shapes indeed, beneath the heel 
Of Hermes, god of healing and of light, 
Soon to be trampled down and vanquished. 
And other hideous things that waste the world, 
War, Superstition, Anarchy, Disease, 
Monsters that Man has fashion'd, like to that 
Framed in the poet's tale by Frankenstein — 
These shall be slain by their creator's hand, 
Their Master's, even Man's. Survey the earth ; 
And see the sunrise of our saner creed 
Scattering the darkness and the poisonous fumes 
Which eighteen hundred weary years ago 
Came from the sunless sepulchre of Christ. 
Where Fever poisoned the pellucid well 
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The drinking-fountain clear as crystal flows ; 
Where the marsh thicken'd and miasma spread, 
Cities arise, with clean and shining streets 
And sewers transmuting garbage into gold ; 
Where the foul blood-stained Altar once was set, 
Stand the Museum and Laboratory ; 
The Library, the Gymnasium, and the Bath 
Replace the palace ; Manufactories, 
Gathering together precious gifts for man, 
Supplant the Monolith and Pyramid. 
Thus everywhere the light of human love 
Brightens a wondering convalescent world 
Just rising from the spectre-haunted bed 
Whereon it sickened of a long disease, 
Attended by the false physician, Christ. " 

He paused ; the fever of his eager words 
Flash'd on from face to face until it reached 
The face of Verity, the priest of Art ; 
But there it faded, for with pallid frown 
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And lifted hands, the gentle prophet cried : 

" Light ? Sunrise ? Sunlight ? I who speak have eyes, 

And yet I see but darkness visible ! 

Lost is the azure in whose virgin depths 

The filmy cirrus turn'd to Shapes divine, 

Goddess and god, soft-vestured, white as wool ! 

Faded the sun, which, striking things of stone, 

Turn'd them to statues which like Memmon's sang, 

And palpitating over domes and walls, 

Cover'd them o'er with forms miraculous, 

Prismatic, which the hand of genius touch'd 

And fixed in colour ere the forms could fade ! 

The world, you say, is heal'd ; to me, it seems 

Just smitten with the plague, and everywhere 

The foul cloud gathers, shutting out the sun. 

And that faint sound we deem the sweet church chimes, 

Is but the death-bell tinkling, while the cart 

Comes for its load of dark disfigured dead. 

Meantime, within the foul dissecting-room 

The form of Man, which, ere our plague-time came, 



198 THE THIRD DAY. 

Was reverenced in shapes of loveliness, 

Rosy in flesh, or snowy white in stone, 

Lies desecrated, hideous, horrible, 

Pois'ning the air and sickening the soul ! 

And on the slab, beneath the torturer's knife, 

Man's gentle friend, the hound, shrieks piteously, 

Answer^ by all the bleeding flocks of Pan ! 

And everywhere the fume of Anarchy, 

And hideous monsters of machinery 

Toiling for ever in their own thick breath, 

Blends with the plague-smoke, blotting out the sun, 

Whereby alone all shapes of beauty live ! " 

" Nay, nay," cried Barbara, " though it rains to-day 

The lift will clear to-morrow. I believe 

You all are partly right and partly wrong, 

For surely many things in life that seem 

Most evil are but blessings in disguise ? 

And difficult 'tis, maybe, to discern 

Where Knowledge ends and Ignorance begins. 
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But then, again, what soul rejoices not 
To see yon mailed Perseus, Science, stand 
Bruising the loathsome hydra of Disease, 
Ay, often slaying Sin and conquering Death ? 
And yet, again, the counter-plea is true, 
That Science, though she heals the wounds of life, 
Whiles heals them cruelly and uncannily, — 
Just shuts the sufferer in a sunless room, 
And changes the old merry tunes of time 
To daft mechanic discord, — such as that 
Which issues from the throats of mine and mill, 
With sough of poisonous reek and flames more sad 
Than ever came from Tophet ! " 

As she ceased, 
Professor Mors, the pallid pessimist, 
Outstretched his lean and skeletonian hand, 
Pointing out sunward : — " See ! " he cried, " the God, 
Last-born and first-horn, Nature's microcosm, 
Who, sitting on his mighty throne of graves, 
Murmurs the death-dirge of Humanity ! 
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Had ye- but ears, methinks that you might catch 

The burthen of his melancholy song, 

As I myself have heard it oftentimes 

When wandering weary underneath the stars. 

Twas thus, methinks, it ran, or something thus, 

Full of a burthen strange and sad as ever 

Was heard beside the wave-wash'd shores of Time." 
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SolfloquB of tbe 0ran& J&tvc. 

I am God, who was Man. Lord of earth, sea, and sky, 

I endure while men die ; 
The River of Life laps my feet, flowing by. 

Out of darkness it came, into darkness it goes, 

From repose to repose, 
And mirrors my face in its flood as it flows. 

I am Man, who was men. I am flesh, sense, and soul, 

I was part who am Whole, 
I am God, being Man, whom no god may control. 

Now, sitting alone on my throne, I survey 

The dim Past far away, 
"Whence I came, on the borders of infinite day. 
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All things and all forces combining have brought 

Me, their God, out of nought, 
Through the night-time of sense to the morning of 
thought. 

I think and I am. I look round me, and lo ! 

I remember and know 
Both whence I have issued and whither I go. 

I stand on the heights of the earth, and descry, 

From sky on to sky, 
The path through the ages that led me so high. 

From the deserts of space where my fire- webs were spun, 

Spreading thence one by one 
Till they flash'd into flame and cohered to a sun ; 

From the great whirling sun whence, with no eye to 
mark, 
I shot like a spark, 
Then spun fiery- wing'd, round and round, through the dark. 
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There slowly, alone in the silence of space, 

I moved in my place, 
With the night at my back and the light on my face. 



First shapeless and formless, then spheric and fair, 

With no sense, with no care, 
I cool'd my hot breast in dark fountains of air. 



And the mist of my breathing en wrapt me, and grew 

Like a cloud in the blue — 
Then flooded my frame with warm oceans of dew. 



In the waters I swam, while the sun, red as blood, 

Of the waves of that flood 
Wove a green grassy sheen, for my raiment and food. 



At last, one bright morn, with no sense, with no sight, 

After aeons of night, 
I lay like a bride new-apparelPd and bright. 
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And embracing my Bridegroom, who bent from the skies 

With bright beautiful eyes, 
Felt something within me grow quick, and arise. 

And straightway I too was the seed, and behold 1 

Small and lustrous and cold, 
I moved in the slime, taking shapes manifold. 

I was quick who was clay. I was living and drew 

Breath of darkness and dew ; 
From form on to form groping blindly, I grew. 

Then f orm'd like a Monster with wings, I upleapt 

From the waters and swept 
Through the mirk of their breath ; or lay snakewise, and 

crept. 

Change on change, till I wander'd on hands and on feet 

Where the cloud-waves retreat ; 
And ever each age I grew fair and more fleet. 
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The world that was I brighten'd round me, and still, 

Some strange task to fulfil, 
I changed and I changed, with no wish, with no wilL 



At last, after aeons of death and decay, 

At the gateways of Day 
I stood, looking up at the heavens far away ! 



The sea at my feet, and the stars o'er my head, 

Naked, dark, with proud tread 
I walked on the heights, being quick, who was dead. 



I was Man, who was monster. I lived, and I drew 

Gentle breath from the blue, 
Looked backward and forward, moved blindly, but knew. 



And I heark'd to the sounds of the earth, to the herds 

Of the beasts and the birds, 
And I broke to wild babble of mystical words. 



f 
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I could speak, who was dumb ; I could smile, who was 
stone; 
Of those others not one 
Could speak or could smile. I was kinglike and lone. 

I reign'd o'er the earth, and I slew for a feast 

Both the bird and the beast ; 
My seed, scattered eastward and westward, increased. 

But I feared what the bird and the beast did not fear : 

Shapes of dread creeping near 
In the night-time, strange voices that cried in mine ear. 

And I saw what the bird and the beast could not see — 

Shapes that thunder'd at me 
From the clouds overhead, till I prayed on my knee. 

And I named the dark gods that the beasts could not 
name — 
And I crouch'd, fearing blame 
At the voice of the waters, the thunder's acclaim. 
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One god seemed the strangest and saddest of all, 

Who with silent footfall 
Slew my seed in the night, smote the great and the small 



Men were scattered like leaves — I remained being Man ; 

'Neath the blight and the ban, 
Like a hound on the grave of its master I ran 



On the tombs of my race, crying loud in despair 

To the gods of the air, 
Who changed as the clouds and were deaf to my prayer. 



Then I learned the one Name that the gods overhead 

Ever whisper^ in dread, 
And methought He was Lord of the quick and the dead. 



For I looked -on the Book of the stars, and could frame 

The strange signs of the Name, 
And yet when I called Him He heard not, nor came. 
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And as wave follows wave, or as cloud follows cloud, 

Flash'd my kind in their crowd, 
Then slept in their season, each man in his shroud. 



Men died, but I died not ; I lived and discerned, 

With my face ever turned 
To the skies, where the lights of my universe burned. 



Then I groped on the earth, and I searched sea and land 

For the signs of the Hand 
Which shaped the cloud-limits, the stars, and the sand. j 



And all that I found was the footprints of clay 

/ had left on my way 
From the darkness of night to the borders of day. 



Then I searched the great voids of the heaven for a traoe 

Of a Form or a Face ; 
I questioned the stars — each was dumb in its place, 
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So I cried " Wheresoever I gaze, I descry, 

On the earth, in the sky, 
One thing that is deathless, the Life that is I ! " 



And I cried, as I looked on the image I cast 

On the limitless Vast, 
" I was from the first, and I am till the last ! " 



I am Lord of the world. I am God, heing Man. 

In the night I began, 
Then grew from a cell to a soul, without plan. 



As far as the limits of Time and of Space 

I my footprints can trace 
Wending onward and upward, from race back to race. 



I behold, who was blind. I was part, who am Whole. 
As the waters that roll 

Are my seed who forsake and upbuild me, their Soul. 

o 
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Do they weep ? I am calm. Do they doubt ? I am sure. 

Though they die, I endure, 
As a fire that ascending grows stainless and pure. 

I discern all the Fast, waves on waves that have fled, 

While I press with slow tread 
To a goal I discern not, o'er snowdrifts of dead. 

I am Thought in the flesh, who was Sense in the seed. 

Silent, sanctified, freed, 
I emerge, the full sign of the Dream and the Deed. 

I am God, being Man. In my glory I blend 

Life and death without end. 
If the Void hold my peer, let Him speak. I attend. 
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" So speaks the last and mightiest of the gods, 

Our Master, Man immortal ! " Sparkle cried ; 

" His shadow fills the universe as far 

As His own thought can wing ; His bright eyes face .' 

The sunlight with a blaze it cannot blind ; 

And in the hollow of His hand He weighs 

The stars that are His playthings. He has slain 

All other gods, the greatest and the least, 

And now within the inmost heart of earth 

He builds a Temple more miraculous 

Than any little temple wrought in stone ! " 



" Say rather," answered Bishop Eglantine, 
" He wearily prepares the funeral pyre 
Whereon Himself, in the dim coming years, 
Shall mount and royally burn, or (failing fire) 
Whereon outstretch'd He shall await the end, 
While quietly the skeleton hands of Frost 
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Weave Him a shroud, and Time doth snow upon Him 

Out of the heavens of eternal cold ! 

For is not one thing sure, that this round world 

Must perish in its season, or become 

A habitation where no breathing thing 

Can longer creep or crawl ¥ Alas for Him, 

Your poor Grand £tre, enrooted like a tree 

In the still changing soil of human life, 

When human life itself shall pass away 

As breath upon a mirror, and Night resume 

Her empire on the rayless universe. 

Wiser, methinks, than your pale seer of France, 

Who fashion'd this same shadow of a god, 

Is he who prophesies in soul's despair 

The sure extinction of the conscious types. 

Place for the pessimist ! — in Hartmann comes 

A later Buddha, and a balefuller. 

1 Ere yet Man's Soul,' he crieth, ' merges back 

Into the nothingness from which it rose, 

Three stages of illusion must be past : 
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The stage of a belief in happiness 

In this hard world ; the stage of a belief 

In happiness in any world to come ; 

And last, the stage of yet more foolish faith 

In any happiness the race can gain 

Beyond the life of individual man. 

Your god, then, is foredoom'd to nothingness, 

Surely as Zeus or any of the slain 

Already peopling chaos ! ' " 

" Yet— he reigns ! " 
Cried Sparkle, " and we do him reverence ! 
Fairer that Balder, tenderer than Christ, 
His brethren, mightier than Jove or Brahn, 
He adumbrates the wisdom and the joy 
Of Nature, and his large beneficence 
Extends sweet aid to all created things. 
All that he prophesies and promises 
He realises and fulfils, unlike 

■ 

The thunderer on Sinai, or the God 
Who wore the crown of thorns ! " 
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"Alas, poor God!" 
Murmur'd that other. " Fashion'd out of pain, 
Shapen in doubt, and clothen with despair, 
How shall He, having re-created Earth 
And brought the fabled Eden back again, 
Shut out the memory of His own sad dead ? 
For looking backward, He beholds the world 
Strewn with the graves of those who have lived and loved, 
And suffered, to complete His deity ; 
And looking sadly round Him, He beholds 
Millions in act to suffer, hears the wail 
That shall not cease for many an age to come ; 
And looking forward, He sees the cataclysm 
Of Nature, and his own completed work 
Abolish'd in the twinkling of a star ! 
pale phantasmic mockery of a god ! 
shadow fainter than all shadows cast 
Since first the wild man fear'd the darkness, shrieked 
At his own shape projected on the cloud — 
A spectre of the Brocken, a forlorn 
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Image of primal ignorance and fear ! 

Shall we resign for such a dream as this 

Our human birthright and our iieavenly hope ? " 

1 

" Nay," interposed another — Edward Clay, 
Pupil of Verity and Ercildoune, 
" The exodus from Paris following 
The exodus from Houndsditch, what remain 
But human types of godhead, fit at least 
For temporary worship 1 I will travel 
As far as Mecca on my hands and knees 
To see a godlike man, — in whom alone 
We find the apex and the crown of things, 
The vindication of Humanity. 
The individual gives the type divine, 
The rest, the race, is nothing ! " 

Thereupon 
Outspoke Dan Paumanok, the pantheist : 
"Friend, I have often known your godlike men, 
And loved them, not for that wherein they missed, 



\ 
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But that wherein they shared, the common strength 

And weakness of the race. I love to look 

On Goethe's feet of clay, to touch the dross 

Mixed with the golden heart of Washington, 

To think that Socrates, who braved the gods 

And drank his hemlock cup so cheerfully, 

Shrank from the chiding of a shrew at home. 

Gods ? Godlike men ? I guess all men possess, 

By right of manhood, godlike qualities ; 

But high as ever human type has reached, 

The wave of masterful Humanity 

Sweeps higher, striking yonder shore of stars ! 

Worship no man at all, but every man, 

Man typical, Man cosmic, multiform, 

The flower and fruit of Being ; seize the Thought 

Effused from human forms as light is shed 

Out of the motion of a living thing ; 

Follow the sunward flight of our fair race, 

Which breathes and suffers, multiplies and dies, 

And in a million forms of sense and soul 
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Sweeps into action and is justified ! 

The blacksmith at his anvil, the glad child 

Gathering shells upon the ocean shore, ; 

The scientist in his laboratory, 

The prostitute that walks the moonlit streets, 

The sailor at the masthead, or the poet 

Lying and dreaming in the summer wood — 

All these, and countless other forms divine, 

Are evermore divine enough for me. 

Fast through them flows the strange and mystic Thought 

We comprehend not being things that die, 

But which, if we but knew, is Life itself — 

Large Life and ample godhead. We are forms 

The god-force fashions, as it fashions suns 

And clouds and waves and patient animals, 

Dead things and living, quickening through the stars 

As through the kindling ovum in the womb, — 

And every form of life, howe'er so faint, 

Is corporate godhead ! " 

" Ho ! a heretic ! " 
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Cried Douglas, laughing; "come, my myrmidons, 

Make ready there the faggots and the stake : 

By Cock and by St. Peter, Dan must burn ! 

For less than this Giordano Bruno wore 

The martyr's shirt of fire, for less than this 

John Calvin tuck'd the bed of flaming coals 

Around Servetus, chuckling to himself 

' He called me names, improbus est blasphemies, 

And routing me in argument, afhrm'd 

Stone bench and table, things inanimate, 

To be celestial Substance, very God : 

Wherefore I hand him to be burned alive 

By such celestial Substance — wood, coals, fire — 

And to this God I leave him cheerfully ! ' 

For John had humour, mark you, grim as death 

And blue as brimstone ; for the rest, he knew 

The God of Judah kept His ancient tastes 

And dearly loved a human sacrifice ! " 

" Those days are done for ever," Primrose said, 
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" And he who slew Servetus in his wrath 
Slew also priestcraft and the crimson Beast, 
So that the lamb of gentleness might reign." 

" Indeed ! " cried Sparkle with a. smile and sneer. 
" One comfort is, grim John invented Hell, 
Fit home for such a ravening wolf as he ! 
Why, yes, we grant you Hell, if you admit 
Your Calvin's place there ! But I doubt indeed 
If you have yet abolished martyrdom. 
I know full many Christians, worthy souls, 
Who swear by book and preach to simple men, 
Who, did our gentler human laws permit, 
Would strip our Cuthberts naked to the skin 
And give them fire for raiment willingly ! 
Ay, and they do it, freely dealing out 
Moral damnation and keen social flame, 
So that no man alive, if he would keep 
His worldly goods and social privileges, 
Dare speak the thing he thinks, or openly 
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Affirm the heavens are empty, God dethroned. 
The thinker is an outcast as of old, 
And scarcely dares to phrase his thought aloud 
Even on the pillow where he rests his head, 
Lest his good wife should hear the heresy, 
And call the curate or the parish priest 
To compass his conversion, or at least 
Eescue the little ones from blight and bane." 

" Why not ? " most sadly answer^ Eglantine ; 

" Blame not the shepherd if he seeks to save 

His lambkins from the touch of Antichrist. 

Our gentle Inquisition, though it works 

In cruelty no more, but all in love, 

Is slack, too slack. The age is godless, sir. 

Affrighted by the spectres all around, 

Our priests lack zeal ! Meantime how busily 

The self-approven priests of Science toil — 

The Devil still is busier gathering tares 

Than angels who upbind the golden grain." 
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Another voice broke in, a woman's voice, 
Clear-toned and gentle — round Miss Hazlemere's, 
The grey-hair'd lassie with a matron's form 
And mother's yearning in her virgin eyes : 
Half doubter, half believer, she asserts 
The privilege of woman's sex to solve 
Problems to which the arid minds of men 
Are too untender and rectangular, 
Rebukes the Churches, rates the scientists, 
And lights a lonely spiritual lamp 
By stormy waters, on the rocks of Doubt. 
"The truth's with Father Eglantine," she said; 
" A priestcraft is a priestcraft, though it speaks 
The first word of Religion or the last 
Of Scienca I would trust Geneva John 
No more than Torquemada, and no less 
Than Cuthbert or than Mors, if e'er the law 
Arm'd them with amplitude of priestly power. 
Think you there is no Inquisition now ? 
Alas ! I too know scores of simple souls 
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Who, having kept their foolish faith in God, 

Anthropomorphic, ancient, infantine, 

Are, brought before the judges of the time, 

Condemned as mad or hypocritical ! 

The old belief is so unfashionable 

Among the very wise and over-wise, 

That he who dares affirm it openly 

Is deem'd unfit to govern his own wife 

Or be the lord of his own nursery. 

And presently, be sure, if this thing grows, 

'Twill be as perilous to believe in God 

As 'twas in darker ages to discuss 

God's Substance, or attempt to separate 

The Tria Juncta of the Trinity. 

No priestcraft and no priest at all, say I, 

But freedom and free thought, free scope, free choice 

To fashion any fetish that I please ! " 

So speaking, she was conscious of two eyes, 
Youthful and eloquent, regarding her : 
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Mr. Marsh Mallow, bright and bold, but growing 
Like his own namesake in a watery place, 
Caught up the ball she smiling threw his way, 
And cried : " Truth still remains with Eglantine ! 
The Church which builds itself on Peter's Kock, 
And still doth keep the keys of Heaven and Hell, 
Lacks zeal to face those Spectres of the mind 
Which it might lay to sleep for evermore 
With just one wave of the enchanter's wand. 
Meantime they rush abroad like ravening wolves, 
Appalling Reason, making Love afraid, 
Rending in twain the beauteous heaven-eyed Lamb 
Which men have christen'd Faith. But patience yet ; 
The priestcraft and the priest shall conquer yet, 
And men grow holy in their own despite ! " 

Flush'd to the temples, Stephen Harkaway, 
The dandy of revolt, a positivist, 
And positive to the very finger-tips, 
Made answer : " Yet again the solemn truth 
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Remains with Eglantine ! The priest shall reign, 
And on the sands of time another Pope 
Upbuild another and a fairer Rome. 
There the apostles of the fair new creed, 
Having abolished Christ and all the gods, 
Destroyed the current poison of belief 
In individual immortality, 
Shall to the only god, Humanity, 
Sing their hosannah ! Ay, and they shall raise 
Their Inquisition on the heart of man, 
And unto Yice and Ignorance and Disease, 
All things that mar their god's divinity, 
* Deal the peine forte et dure ! Prison and fire 
Shall fright the fortune-telling charlatans 
Who creep with old wives' tales from house to house ! 
Since Man without a creed is stark and starved, 
And only feeble souls desiderate 
A creed without a priestcraft, ours shall be 
Tyrannical, I trust, and, furthermore, 
Kind to the very verge of cruelty ! 
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No fetish, Madam, will be tolerated, 
Nor any juggler's tricks to cheat the soul" 



" I thank you, sir," Miss Hazlemere replied, 
" For throwing off the mask that we may see 
The features of your God. I ever thought 
Tour Gomte a Jesuit in disguise ! But come, 
Our Queen looks sadly on this war of words, 
And longs to hush its Babel. Who will touch 
The midriff of the mystery with a song? 
For Music, of all angels walking earth, 
Is fittest far to phrase the Thought divine 
Which dies away in utterance on the lips 
That only speak poor human nature's prose. 
Sweet Music gropes her way and walketh blind 
Because she saw the Vision long ago 
And closed her eyes in joy unutterable, 
The light of which lies ever upon her face 
Although she cannot see 1 " 
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Then at a sign 
From Lady Barbara, I, her poet, rose 
And touch'd the instrument, with eager hand 
Sounded a prelude of precipitous notes, 
Then broke to measured song ; and thus I sang : — ■ 

O MARINERS. 

Mariners, out of the sunlight, and on through the infinite 

Main, 
We have sailed, departing at morning ; — and now it is morning 

again. 

Dimly, darkly, and blindly, our life and our journey begun, 
Blind and deaf was our sense with the fiery sands of the sun. 

Then slowly, grown stronger and stronger, feeling from zone 

on to zone, 
We passed the islands of darkness, and reached the sad Ocean, 

alone. 

But now we pause for a moment, searching the east and the 

west, 
Above and beneath us the waters that mirror our eyes in their 

breast! 

Behind, the dawn and the darkness, — new dawn around and 

before, — 
Ah me, we are weary, and hunger to rest, and to wonder no more. 
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Yet never, Mariners, never were we so stately and fair — 
The forms of the flood obey us, we are lords of the birds of the 
air. 

And yet as we sail we are weeping, and crying, " Although 

we have ranged 
So far over infinite waters, transformed out of darkness and 

changed, 

We know that the Deep beneath us must drink us and wash us 

away " — 
Nay, courage— sail on for a season — on, on to the gateways of 

Day. 

Our voyage is only beginning — its dreariest dangers are done, 
We now have a compass to guide us, the Soul, and it points to 
the Sun ! 

The stars in their places obey us, the winds are as slaves to our 

sail — 
Be sure that we never had journey 'd so far but to perish and 

fail! 

Out of the wonderful sunlight, and on through the infinite Main, 
We have saiTd, departing at morning — and now it is morning 
again! 



To H . 

Dearest, thou whose lightest breath 
Sweetens Life and conquers Death, 
Fair as pure, and purer far 
Than the dreams of poets are, 
Unto thee, and only thee, 
I upon my bended knee 
Give my birthright — Poesy ! 

Ishmael of the singing race, 

Born where sky and mountain meet, 
Standing in a lonely place 

With the world below my feet, 
Wrapt about with mist and cloud, 
Songs of joy I sang aloud ! 
Then the Muses of the North, 

Like Valkyries heavenly-eyed, 
From the storm-cloud trooping forth, 

Found me on the mountain-side, 
Buckled on my mail of steel, 
Arm'd me nobly head to heel, 
Placed a sword within my hand, 

Made me warrior of the Bight, 
Crying, " Go and take thy stand 

In the vanward of the fight ! 
Hasten forth, made strong and free, 
Through thy birthrightr-Poesy ! " 
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Then I gazed, and far below 
Saw the fires of battle glow, 
Saw the banners of the world 
Kindle, to the winds unfurl'd, — 
Saw the pomp of priests and kings 
Girt about by underlings, 
Hunting down with sword and spear 
Liberty, the fleet red-deer, — 
Saw the Cities vast and loud. 
Foul as Sodom and as proud, 
Each a Monster in its mixp 
Crouching low with eyes of fire ; 
Heard the cruel trumpets' blare, 
Mix'd with plagal-hymns of prayer, 
Saw the world from sea to sea 
Blind to Death and Deity ! 

Singing loud with savage joy 
Down the glens I sprang, a boy- 
Downward as the torrent swept, 
On from rock to rock I leapt, 
Reach'd the valleys where the fight 
Flash'd in flame from morn to night, 
Plunged into the thickest strife, 

Scarcely knowing friend from foe, 
Knew the bloody stress of life, 

Till'a sword-thrust laid me low. 

Slowly on the moonlit plain, 
Where the dead lay dark and dumb, 

I, unclosing mine eyes again, * 
Saw my fair Valkyries eome. 

Bending over me they crooned 

Loving runes and heal'd my wound,— 
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Then they cried, " Uprise once more, 
Seek the City's inmost core, 
Find the wretched and opprest, 

Sing them mountain-songs of cheer ; 
Help the basest, brand the best, 

We shall watch and hover near — 
Face the King upon his throne, 

Face the Priest within the shrine, 
Fear no voice save God's alone 
(Thon hast heard it oft intone 

Through the cloud- wrapt woods of pine) — 
Take thy place, but close to thee 
Clasp thy birthright— Poesy ! " 

Through the City's gates I crept 
Silent, while the watchmen slept — 
Pass'd from shade to shade wherein 
Crowded monstrous shapes of sin, 
Peer'd against the panes to see 
Lamplit rooms of revelry, 
Where the warrior's head did rest 
On the harlot's wine-stain'd breast ; 
Linger'd on the bridges great, 
Melancholy, desolate ; 
Watch'd the. river roll beneath. 
Shimmering in the moonbeam's breath ; 
Met the fluttering forms that pass 
Painted underneath the gas, 
Mark'd the murderer's fearful face 
Looming in a lonely place, 
Knew the things that wake, and those 
Lost in rapture of repose ; 
Saw the gradual Dawn flash red 
On the housetops overhead, 
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Till the morning glory broke, 
And the sleeping Monster woke ! 

Singing loud in savage joy, 
In the streets I stood, a boy ! 
Bound me flocked the citizens, 
Thronging from their homes and dens, 
While I spake of signs and dreams 
Learn'd among the hills and streams, 
Of the God with veiled head 
Passing by with thunder-tread 
On the mountains red with morn 
In whose bosom I was born. 
In a tongue uncouth I sang, 
While the air with laughter rang, 
Loudest, merriest, when I told 

Of strange visions in the night — 
God and angels manifold 

Shining on the mountain-height ;- 
Then a voice cried, " Gome away, 

He is mad, this mountaineer ! " — 
Lonely in the morning gray 

Soon I sang, with none to hear, 
Save a few sad outcast men, 
And a weeping Magdalen. 
Then with loud prophetic song 

To the public marts I came, 
Strode amidst the busy throng, 

Curst the avarice and the shame, 
Call'd the wrath of God upon 
Caesar sitting on his throne, 
By the lights of Heaven and Hell 
Shamed the tinsel'd priests of BeL 
Then around me ere I knew 
Clamour of the factions grew, 



1 
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Thronging, shrieking, multiplying, 
Came the legions of the lying, 
Cast. me down and stript me bare ; 
Yet I struggled in despair, 
Till a poison' d dagger's thrust 
Laid me dying in the dust. 

Then the night came, and the skies 
"With innumerable eyes 
Saw me lying there alone, 
Bleeding on the streets of stone ; 
While my voice before I died 
On my wild Valkyries cried. — 
Closing eyelids with a sigh, 

Into night I seem'd to pass, 
Seem'd to fade away and fly 

As the breath upon a glass. 

Presently I woke again, 

Thinking " All is o'er and done, 
This is chilly Death's domain, 

Far away from moon and sun ! " 
Even then methought I heard 

Something moving, breathing near ; 
Struggling with the sense I stirred, 

Open'd eyes in fluttering fear, 
And before my dazzled sight 
Shone a Vision heavenly bright ! 
Ah, the Vision ! ah, the blest 
Rapture, smiling manifest ! 
O'er me bending stood and smiled 
Love in likeness of a Child, — 
Holding in her gentle hand 
Lilies of the Heavenly Land ! 
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Azure eyes and golden hair, 

Gazing on me unafraid, 
Sweetly, marvellously fair, 

Stood the little Angel-Maid ! 

Shall I tell how that same hour 

Little hands my wound did dress, 
How I woke to life and power 

Through that Maiden's tenderness ? 
Shall I tell (ah, wherefore tell 
Unto her who knows so well ?) 
Of the strength that came to me, 

Not from my Valkyries wild, 
Who in need abandoned me, 

But from that celestial Child? 
Though my sword was broken, though 
Helm and mail were lying low, 
Though my savage strength was shed, 
I was quick who late was dead, 
All my mountain blood again 
Rush'd electric to my brain, 
All grew fair where'er I trod 
With that messenger of God. 

Need I tell (ah, wherefore tell 
Unto her who wrought the spell T) 
How I seem'd from that strange hour 
Arm'd in nakedness of power ? — 
Yet the dagger's thrust again, 

Poison'd, treacherous, as before, 
Sought me out and would have slain, 

While; we passed from door to door, 
Curst, rejected, and denied, 
Ishmael, I, and thou, my Guide 1 



INTERLUDE. 235 

Child of Light, thy loving look 
Brighten'd at each step we took, 
Kindled into love more strong 
At eacl%cruel slight and wrong, 
While thy presence heavenly bright 
Grew from child's to woman's height, 
And within thy pensive eyes 
Hose the lore that makes us wise, — 
Woman's love, without whose gleam 
Life is like a drunkard's dream 1 

Need I tell (ah, wherefore tell, 
When thy soul remembers well?) 
How smooth Jacob and his race, 
Hounding me from place to place, 
Hating truth and cursing me, 
Stole my birthright — Poesy T 
How the sources of my song, 

Darken'd o'er and frozen numb, ' 
Gold and silent lay for long 

Like a fountain seal'd and dumb, 
Till thy finger touch' d at last 
Springs the world deem'd frozen fast ? 
High in sunlight, sparkling o'er, 
Leaps my fount of song once more, 
While thy blessing back to me 
Brings my birthright — Poesy ! 

Child of Light, whose softest breath 
Sweetens Life and conquers Death, 
Fair as pure, and purer far 
Than the dreams of poets are, 
Never tongue of man can tell 
All thy gifts to Ishmael ! — 
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Side by side and hand in hand, — 
Facing yonder mountain-land 
Whence I came and whereupon 
God the Lord has set His throne, — 
Through the shadowy vales below 
Climbing sunward, let us go. 
If I sing, I sing through thee ! 
Wherefore, Sweet, still share with me 
What I bring on bended knee — 
This my birthright,— Poesy ! — 
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tions. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6d. 

Birthday Books: — 

The Starry Heavens: A Poetical 
Birthday Book. Square 8vo, hand- 
somely bound in cloth, 28. 6d. 

Birthday Flowers: Their Language 
and Legends. By W. J. Gordon. 
Beautifully Illustrated in Colours by 
Viola Boughton. In illuminated 
cover, crown 4to, 6s. 

The Lowell Birthday Book. With 
Illusts., small 8vo, cloth extra, 48. 6d. 

Blackburn's (Henry) Art Hand- 
books. Demy 8vo, Illustrated, uni- 
form in size for binding. 

Academy Notes, separate years, from 
1875 to 1884, each Is. 

Academy Notes. 1885. With 142 
Illustrations. Is. 

Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete 
in One Vol., with nearly 600 Illusts. in 
Facsimile. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complete 
in One Volume, with about 700 Fac- 
simile Illustrations. Cloth limp, 6s. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1877. 6d. 

Grosvenor Notes, separate years, from 
1878 to 1884, each Is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1885. With 75 
Illustrations. Is. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1877-82. With 
upwards of 300 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo, cloth limp, 6s. 

Pictures at South Kensington. With 
70 Illusts. Is. [New Edit, preparing. 



Art Handbooks, continued — 

The English Pictures at the National 
Gallery. 114 Illustrations. Is. 

The Old Masters at the National 
Gallery. 128 Illustrations. Is. 6d. 

A Complete Illustrated Catalogue 
to the National Gallery. With 
Notes by H. Blackburn, and 242 
Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 38. 

Illustrated Catalogue of the Luxem- 
bourg Gallery. Containing about 
250 Reproductions after the Original 
Drawings of the Artists. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. Demy 8vo, 3s. 61. 

The Paris Salon, 1 884. With over 300 
Illusts. Edited by F. G. Dumas. 
Demy 8vo, 3s. 

The Pari 8 Salon, 1885. With about 
300 Facsimile Sketches. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. Demy 8vo, 8s. 

The Art Annual, 1883-4. Edited by 
F. G. Dumas. With 300 full-page 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 58. 



Blake (William): Etchings from 
his Works. By W. B. Scott. With 
descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound 
boards, India Proofs, 21s. 

Boccaccio's Decameron ; or, 

Ten Days' Entertainment. Translated 
into English, with an Introduction by 
Thomas Wright, F.S.A. With Portrait, 
and Stothard's beautiful Copper- 
plates. Cr. 8vo. cloth extr a, gilt, 7a. 6d. 

Bowers'(G.) Hunting Sketches: 

Oblong 4to, half- bound boards, 21s. each. 
Canters In Crampshlre. 
Leaves from a Hunting Journal. 
Coloured in facsimile of the originals. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works byY 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and 

Adventure in Asia, Africa, and 

America. 
Savage Life : Adventures of a Globe- 

Trotter. 

Chronicles of No-Man's Land. 
Post 8vo. illust. boards, 28. 

Braddon (ML E.)— Mohawks, 

a Novel, by Miss Braddon, Author 
of " Lady Audley's Secret," will begin 
in Bklgravia for January, 1885, and be 
continued throughout the year. Illus- 
trated by P. Macnab. Is. Monthly. 

B ran d 'sO bservations on Pop- 

ular Art quit lee, chiefly Illustrating 
the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, 
Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry Ellis. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 
numerous Illustrations, 7s, 6d 
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Bret Harte, Works by : 

Bret Harte'e Collected Works. Ar- 
ranged and Revised by the Author. 
Complete in Five Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Vol. I. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatic Works. With Steel Por- 
trait, and Introduction by Author. 

Vo^ II. Earlier Papers — Luck op 
Roaring Camp, and other Sketches 
—Bohemian Papers — Spanish 
and American Legends. 

Vol. III. Tales op the Argonauts 
— Eastern Sketches. 

Vol. IV. Gabriel Conrot. 

Vol. V. Stories — Conbensed 
Novels, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in 
Prose and Poetry. With Introduc- 
tory Essay by J. M. Bellew, Portrait 
of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Gabriel Conroy : A Novel. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other 
Stories. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2l. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. Fcap. 
m 8vo, picture cover, Is. 

Luck of Roaring Camp, and other 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Jeff Briggs's Love Story* Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is. 

Flip. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Callfornlan Stories (including The 
Twins op Table Mountain, Jefp 
Briggs's Love Story, &c.) Pest 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Maruja: A Novel. Post 8vo. illust. 
boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2b. fd. 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by : 

The Reader's Hand book of Allusions, 
References, Plots, and Stories. 
Fifth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo. 1,400 pp., cloth extra, 7b. 6d. 

Authors and their Works, with the 
Dates: Being the Appendices to 
"The Reader's Handbook," separ- 
ately printed. Cr. 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. ; half-bound, 98. 

Brewster(SirDavid),Wprks by: 

More Worlds than One: The Creed 
of the Philosopher and the Hope of 
the Christian. With Plate??. Post 
fcvoj cloth exira, 4b. 6d. 



Brewster (Sir David), continued — 

The Martyrs of Science: Lives of 
Galileo, Tycho Brahe, and Kep- 
ler. With Portraits. Post 8vo, cloth 
extra, is. 6& 

Letters on Natural Magic A New 

Edition, with numerous Illustrations, 
and Chapters on the Being; and 
Faculties of Man, and Additional 
Phenomena of Natural Magic, by 
J. A. Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 
4B. 6d. 

Briggs, Memoir of Gen. John. 

By Major Evans Bell. With a Por- 
trait. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Bri I lat-Savarln.— Gastronomy 

as a Fine Art. By Brillat-Savarin. 
Translated by R. E. Anderson, M.A. 
Post8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6<L 

Buchanan's (Robert) Works : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. each. 

Ballads of Life, Love, and Humour. 
With a Frontispiece by Arthur 
Hughes. 

Undertones. 

London Poems. 

The Book of Orm. 

White Rose and Red: A Love Story. 

Idylls and Legends of Inverburn. 

Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan. 
With a Frontispiece by T. Dalzibl. 

The Hebrid Isles: Wanderings in the 
Land of Lome and the Outer He- 
brides. With Frontispiece by Wil- 
liam Small. 

A Poet's Sketch-Book: Selections 
from the Prose Writings of Robert 
Buchanan. 



St. Abe and his Seven Wives : A Tale 
of Salt Lake City. With a Frontis- 

Siece by A. B. Houghton. Crown 
vo, cloth extra, 68. 
Robert Buchanan'sComplete Poeti- 
cal Works. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 

The Shadow of the Sword. 

A Child of Nature. With a Frontis- 
piece. 

God and the Man. With Illustrations 
by Fred. Barnard. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. With 
Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper. 

Love Me for Ever. With a Frontis- 
piece by P. Mac nab. 

Annan Water 

The New Abelard. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. cich. 

Foxglove Manor. 

Matt : A Story of a Caravan. 
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Bunyan's Piigrim's Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T. Scott. With 17 
Steel Plates by Stothard, engraved 
byGooDALL, and numerous Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Burnett (Mrs.), Novels by: 

Surly Tim, and other Stories. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 



Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. each. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. 
Lindsay's Luck. 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. 

Burton (Captain), Works by: 

To the Gold Coast for Gold : A Per- 
sonal Narrative. By Richard F. Bur- 
ton and Vbrney Lovett Cameron. 
With Maps and Frontispiece. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 218. 

The Book of the Sword : Being a 
History of the Sword and its Use in 
all Countries, from the Earliest 
Times. By Richard F. Burton. 
With over 400 Illustrations. Square 
8vo, cloth extra, 82s. 

Burton (Robert): 

Tho Anatomy of Melancholy. A 
New Edition, complete, corrected 
and enriched by Translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Melancholy Anatomised : Being an 
Abridgment, for popular use, of Bur- 
ton's Anatomy of Melancholy. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Byron (Lord): 

Byron's Chllde Harold. An entirely 
New Edition of this famous Poem, 
with over One Hundred new Illusts. 
by leading Artists. (Uniform with 
the Illustrated Editions of "The 
Lady of the Lake " and " Marmion.") 
Elegantly and appropriately bound, 
small Ato* 168. 

Byron's Letters and Journals. With 
Notices of his Life. By Thomas 

' Moore. A Reprint of the Original 
Edition, newly revised, with Twelve 
full- page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, gilt, 78. 6d. 

Byron's Don' Juan. Complete in One 
; Vol , post hvo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Cameron (Commander) and 
• Captain Burton.— To the Gold Coast 
for Gold: A Personal Narrative. By 
Richard F. Burton and Verne y 
.Lovett C*werok. Frontispiece and 
Maps. Two Vols., cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 21s. 



Caine. —The Shadow of a 

Crime: A Novel. By Hall Caixk. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

_jt 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), 

Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Juliet's Guardian. | Deceivers Ever. 

Cariyle (Thomas) : 

On the Choice of Books. By Thomas 
Carlyle. With a Life of the Author 
by R. H. Shepherd. New and Re- 
vised Edition, post 8vo, cloth extra, 
Illustrated, Is. 6d. 

The Correspondence of Thomas 
Carlyle and Ralph Waldo Emerson. 
1834 to 1872. Edited by Charles 
Eliot Norton. With Portraits. Two 
Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 248. 

Chapman's (George) Works : 

Vol. I. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. II., 
the Poems and Minor Translations, 
with an Introductory Essay by Alger- 
non' Charles Swinburne. Vol. III., 
the Translations of the Iliad and Odys- 
sey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 18s. ; or separately, 6s. each. 

Chatto& Jackson.— A Treatise 

on Wood Engraving, Historical and 
Practical. By Wm. Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Addi- 
tional Chapter by Henry G. Bohn ; 
and 450 fine Illustrations. A Reprint 
of the last Revised Edition. Large 
4to, half-bound, 28s. 

Chaucer : 

Chaucer for Children : A Golden 
Key. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. With 
Eight Coloured Pictures and nu- 
merous Woodcuts by the Author. 
New Ed., small 4to t cloth extra, 6b. 

Chaucer for Schools. By Mrs. H. R. 
Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.6d. 

City (The) of Dream : A Poem. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. [In the press, 

CI odd — Myths and Dreams. 

By Edward Clodd, F.R.A.S., Author 
of " The Childhood of Religions," &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Cobban.— The Cure of Souls: 

A Stoiy. By J. Maclarem Cobban. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 8. 

Coleman.— Curly : An Actor's 
Story. By John Coleman. Illustrated 
by J. G. Dollman. Crown 8vo, Is. 
cloth, Is. 6d. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Collins (Mortimer), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo t cloth extra, 8i.6d. each; pott 
Svo, illustrated boards, 2l.eacn. 

Sweet Anne Page. 

Transmigration. 

From Mi dnight to Mid night. 

A Fight with Fortune. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Collins (Mortimer & Frances), 

Novels by : 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play Me False. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Si. each. 
Sweet and Twenty. 
Frances. 

Coiiln7n[wiTkie)j Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 
• 3s.6d. each ; post 8 vo, illustrated bds., 

2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Antonina. Ulust. by SirJoHNGiLBBRT. 
Basil. Illustrated by Sir John Gil- 
bert and J. Mahoney. 
Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert and J. Mahoney. 
The Dead Secret. Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert. 
Queen of Hearts. Illustrated by Sir 

John Gilbert. 
My Miscellanies. With a Steel-plate 

Portrait of Wilkie Collins. 
The Woman In White. With Illus- 
trations by Sir John Gilbert and 

V A Fraser. 
The Moonstone. With Illustrations 

by G. Du MAURiERand F. A. Fraser. 
Man and Wife. Illust. by W. Small. 
Poor Miss Finch. Illustrated by 

G. Du Mauribr and Edward 

Hughes. 
Miss or Mrs. P With Illustrations by 

S. L. Fildes and Henry Woods. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by 

G.Du MAURiERand C.S.Reinhardt. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by 

G. Du Maurier and J. Mahoney. 
The Law and the Lady. Illustrated 

by S. L. Fildes and Sydney Hall. 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. Illustrated by 

Arthur Hopkins. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science: A Story of the 

Present Time. 

* I Say No." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

8a.eo. 



Collins (C. Allston).— The Bar 

Sinister: A Story. By C. Allston 
Collins. Post8vo, illustrated bds.,21. 

Col mans Humorous Works: 

" Broad Grins,*' " My Nightgown and 
Slippers,*' and other Humorous Works, 
Prose and Poetical, of George Col- 
man. With Life by G. B. Buckstone, 
and Frontispiece by Hogarth. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery : A 

Family Handbook. By Catherine 
Ryan. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth, ls.6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works 

by: 
Demonology and Devil-Lore. Two 

Vols., royal 8vo, with 65 lllusts., 28*. 
A Necklace of Stories. Illustrated 

by W. J. Hbnnessy. Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, 68. 

CookTbutton), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
Hours with the Players. With a 

Steel Plate Frontispiece. 
Nights at the Play : A View of the 

English Stage. 

Leo: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Paul Foster's Daughter, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Copyright. — A Handbook of 

English and Foreign Copyright In 
Literary and Dramatic Works. By 
Sidney Terrold, of the Middle 
Temple, Esq . , Barrister-at-Law. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2a. 6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular Romances 

of the West of England; or. The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected and Edited 
by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New and 
Revised Edition, with Additions, and 
Two Steel-plate Illustrations by 
George Cruikshank. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6a. 

Craddock. — The Prophet of 

the Great Smoky Mountains. By 
Charles Egbert Craddock. Post 
8to, illust. bds., 28. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6<L 

Creasy.— Memoirs of Eminent 

Etonians : with Notices of the Early 
History of Eton College. By Sir 
Edward Creasy, Author of " The 
Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with x$ 
Portraits, 7s. 6d. 



■i' 
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Cruikshank (George) : 
The Comic Almanack. Complete in 
Two Series : The First from 1835 
to 1843 ; the Second from 1844 to 
1853. A Gathering of the Best 
Humour of Thackeray, Hood, May- 
hew, Albert Smith, A'Beckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With 2,000 
Woodcuts and Steel Engravings by 
Cruikshank, Hine, Landells, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, two very thick 
volumes, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By 
Blanchard Jerrold, Author of 
"The Life of Napoleon III.," &c. 
With 84 Illustrations. New and 
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad- 
ditional Plates, and a very carefully 
compiled Bibliography. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. tid. 

Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re- 
production of Major's Edition, with 
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates 
by George Cruikshank, choicely 

? rinted. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 
8.6d. 



Camming (C. F. Gordon),Works 

by: 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8ft, 6d. each. 

In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac- 
simile and numerous full-page Illus- 
trations. 

In the Himalayas and on the Indian 
Plains. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, 7ft. 6d. 



Cussans.— Handbook of Her- 
aldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient 
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans. 
Entirely New and Revised Edition, 
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts 
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts of Gold: A 
Novel. By William Cyples. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 8ft. 

Daniel. — Merrie England In 

the Olden Time. By George Daniel. 
With Illustrations bv Robt. Cruik- 
shank. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3ft. 6d. 

Daudet.— Port Salvation; or, 

The Evangelist. Bv Alphonse 
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry 
Meltzer. With Portrait of the 
Author. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
8ft. 6d- ; post 8vo. illast. boards, 2ft. 



Davenant. — What shall my 

Son beP Hints for Parents on the 
Choice of a Profession or Trade for 
their Sons. By Francis Davenant, 
M.A. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2ft. 6d. 

Daviea (Dr. N. E.), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, 1ft. each ; cloth limp, 
lft. 6d. each. 

One Thousand Medical Maxims. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s. ; 
cloth limp, 2ft. 6d. 



Daviea' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un- 
published MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Edited, with Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. 
A. B. Grosart. D.D. Two Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 12ft. 

De Maistre. — A Journey Round 

My Room. By Xavier de Maistre. 
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2ft. 6d. 

De Mi lie — A Castle in Spain: 

A Novel. By James De Mille. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. ed. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Derwent (Lelth), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2ft. each. 

• Our Lady of Tears. 

Circe's Lovers. 



Dickens (Charles), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2ft. each. 

Sketches by Boz. I Nicholas Nlckleby. 
Pickwick Papers. | Oliver Twist. 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens 
2841-1870. With a New Bibliography, 
revised and enlarged. Edited and 
Prefaced by Richard Herne Shep- 
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.— 
Also a Smaller Edition, in the 
May/air Library. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2ft. 64. 

About England with Dickens. By 
Alfred Rimmbr. With 57 Illustra- 
tions by C. A. Vandbrhoof, Alfred 
Rim me r, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth 
extra, IPs. 6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative, 
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the 
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s.6d.; hf.- bound, Oft. 
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indbooK of Allu- 






FumllljiP Al litis 



eous In form alio 
" nes of Cele 



rately printed. By 

Short Sayings of Ore 

By 6AXUM, A. Bsnt 
Bra. cloth* it re, 7i. 6c 
A Dictionary of the prams; Beir 



Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, 
d.e*.,Vi[^ietleI*irtraiis,»s.perVoL 
BjnJonion'i Work*. With Notes 
graphical Memoir by wh. Gilford. 



W.ywri 



« Guide t 



is Play 



I ay wrights. Players, and Playhouses 
the United Kingdom and America 

Times. By W. D*venpo«t Adams 

A Ibid volume, crown Bvo, half 

bound, 121. fid. [In trituration 

The Slang Dictionary- Etymological 

Bvo, cloth eitra,6i.6d_ 



Words, Fact*, and Phrases: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Ont- 
of-the-Way Matter). By Et.lKiix 



Dobson (W. T.), Works by : 

Post Svo, cloth limp, £3. tW. each 



Hays comj 

Translation 

oyA.C.Swi 



Complete in 

c I lid in e donbtful 
.ems and Minor 
it roductoryRseay 



Edited," with Notes 
», byCol.ClIKlllNO, 



si. One vol. 
linger'* Plays. From 

U.MII GlTT^RTJ. Ed 

nmimofav. OneVol. 



Tl. 6d. [f m fr, 

Early English Poets. 



n) Complete 

Complete Col 
eeVols. 



their Oil (i iti es. By Dr. John Dokah, 
F.5.A. With 38 Illustrations. New 
and Cheaper Ed., cr. Svo, cl. ex.. It. Si. 
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Emanuel.— On Diamonds and 

Precious Stones: their History, Value, 
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry 
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous 
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 68. 

Englishman's House, The: A 

Practical Guide to all interested in 
Selecting or Building a House, with 
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c. 
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition. 
Nearly 600 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,cl. ex. ,7s.6d. 

English Merchants: Memoirs 

in Illustration of the Progress of British 
Commerce. By H. R. Fox Bourne. 
With Illusts. New and Cheaper Edit, 
revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 66U 

[Shortly. 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), 
Works by: 

The Life and Times of Prince 
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany, 
commonly called the Young Pre- 
tender. From the State Papers and 
other Sources. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Stories from the State Papers. 
With an Autotype Facsimile. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Studies Re-studied: Historical 
Sketched from Original Sources. 
Demy 8vo cloth extra, 12s. 

Eyes, The. — How to Use our 

Eyes, and How to Preserve Them. By 
John Browning, F.R.A.S., &c. With 
52 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Is.; cloth, 
18. 6d. 

Fairholt.— Tobacco: Its His- 
tory and Associations; with an Ac- 
count of the Plant and its Manu- 
facture, and its Modes of Use in all 
Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair- 
holt, F.S.A. With upwards of 100 
Illustrations by the Author. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Familiar Allusions: A Hand- 
book of Miscellaneous Information; 
including the Names of Celebrated 
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country 
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets, 
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the 
like. By William A. Wheeler, 
Author ot " Noted Names of Fiction ; " 
and Charles G. Wheeler. Pemy 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 



Faraday (Michael), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of a Candle : 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
With numerous Illustrations. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each other: 
Lectures delivered before a Juvenile 
Audience at the Royal Institution. 
Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S. 
With numerous Illustrations. 

Farrer. — Military Manners 

and Customs. By J. A. Farrer, 
Author of "Primitive Manners and 
Customs," &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Fln-Bec — The Cupboard 

Papers: Observations on the Art of 
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by : 

The Recreations of a Literary Man ; 
or, Does Writing Pay? With Re- 
collections of some Literary Men, 
and a View of a Literary Man's 
Working Life. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Little Essays: Passages from the 
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post 
8vo, clo th limp, 2s. 6d. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten 
The Second Mrs. Tlllotson. 
Polly. 

Seventy-five Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems: Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial- Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grqsart, P.P. Cr. 8vo, cloth bd s., 68. 

Fonblanque.— Filthy Lucre: A 

Novel. By Albany de Fonblanque. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
Oiympia. I Queen Cophetua, 

One by One. | A Real Queen. 

Esther's Glove. Fcap. 8vo, la. 

French Literature, History of. 

By Henry Van Laun. Complete in 
3 Vols., demy 8vo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Frere.— Pandurang Harl ; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface 
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.I., &c 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Si. Od. ; poet 
8vcf, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Frisweil.— One of Two: A Novel. 
By Hain Friswbll. Post 8vo, illua- 
trated boards. 28. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, St. Od. each. 

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities, 

The Lives of the Conjurers. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 
London Falre. 

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide 

to the London Charities, 1885-6. 
Showing their Name, Date of Founda- 
tion,Obiects,Income,Officials,&c. Pub- 
lished Annually. Cr. 8vo, cloth , Is. 8 d. 

Gardening Books: 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cl. limp, Is. 6d. each. 

A Year's Work In Garden and Green- 
house : Practical Advice to Amateur 
Gardeners as to the Management of 
the Flower.Fruit, and Frame Garden. 
By Georoe Glenny. 

Our Kltehen Garden : The Plants we 
Grow, and How we Cook Them. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane 
Jerrold. Illustrated. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
there. ByF.G. Heath. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. ; gilt edges, 6s. 



Garrett.— The Capel Girls: A 

Novel. By Edward Garrett. Post 
8vo,illust.bds., 2s. ; cr.8vo, cl.ex., 3s.6d. 

Gentleman's Magazine (The) 

for 1886. One Shilling Monthly. In 
addition to the Articles upon subjects 
in Literature, Science, and Art, for 
which the Magazine has so high a 
reputation, " Scienee Notes," by W. 
Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., and 
"Table Talk," by Sylvan us Urban, 
appear monthly. 

*** J*** ready, the Volume for July to 
December, 1885, cloth extra, price 81. 6d ; 
Cases for binding, 2s. each. 

Gentleman's Annual (The) for 

Christ mas. 1885. Price Is. Contain- 
ing a Complete Novel entitled " A Bar- 
ren Title," by T. W. Speight, Author 
of "The Mysteries of Heron Dyke." 



German Popular Stories. Col- 
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and 
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by John Ruskih. 
With 22 Illustrations on Steel by 
George Cruikshank. Square 8vo t 
cl oth extra, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges. 7s. 6a. 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Braes of Yar- 
row. 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Prob 
lem. 

The GoldenShaft. 

Of High Degree 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
In Love and War. 
Queen of the 

Meadow. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
For the King. | in Pastures Green. 
The Dead Heart. 
By Mead and Stream. [Preparing. 
A Hard Knot. [Preparing. 

Heart's Delight. [Preparing. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. fid. each. 
Fancy Fre e. 1 Loving a Dream. 

Gilbert (William), Novels by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke, Costermonger. 

Gilbert (W. 3.), Original Plays 

by: In Two Series, each complete in 
itself, price 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains — The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and Ga- 
latea — Charity — The Princess — The 
Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'lDruce — Tom Cobb — 
H.M.S. Pinafore— The Sorcerer— The 
Pirates of Penzance . 

Glenny.— A Year's Work in 

Garden and Greenhouse: Practical 
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to 
the Management of the Flower, Fruit, 
and Frame Gardes. By George 
Glenny. Post 8vo, Is.; cloth. Is. 6d . 

Godwin.— Lives of the Necro- 
mancers. By William Godwin. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 s. 

Golden Library, The: 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth 

limp, 2s. per volume. 
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the 

Echo Club. 
Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History 

of England, 



CHATTO & W INDUS, PICCADILLY. 



ti 



Golden Library, The, continued— 

Bennett's (Op.) Songs fop Sailors. 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Godwin's (William) Lives of the 
Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break- 
fast Table. Introduction by Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. All the original Illustrations. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of a 
Traveller. 

Irvlng's (Washington) Tales of the 
Alhambra. 

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc- 
cupations of a Country Life. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series 
Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays : A Tale for a 
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces. 
With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollikr. 

Mai lory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 
d'Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the 
Round Table. Edited by B. Mont- 
gomery Ranking. 

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A New 
Translation, with Historical Intro- 
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE.D.D. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete. 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and Moral 
Reflections. With Notes, and In- 
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve. 

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and 
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with 
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke. 

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen 
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt. 

Shelley's Later Poems: Laon and 
Cythna, &c. 

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the 
Shelley Papers, &c 

Shelley's Prose Works, including A 
Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi, St. 
Irvyne, &c. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, 

The: An Encyclopedia of Quota- 
tions from Writers of all Times and 
Countries. Selected and Edited by 
Theodore Taylor. Crown 8vo, clotn 
gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

Graham. — The Professor's 

Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life 

of the, Described from Antique Monu* 
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W. 
Koner. Translated from the Third 
German Edition, and Edited by Dr. 
P. Hueffer. With 545 Illustrations. 
New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7l. Od. 



Greenwood (James),Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6a. each. 
The Wilds of London. 
Low-Life Deeps : An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be Found There. 

Dick Temple: A NoveL Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Guyot.— The Earth and Man ; 

or, Physical Geography in its relation 
to the History of Mankind. By 
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by 
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray; 
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel, 
some Coloured, and copious Index. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 4b. 6d. 

Hair (The): Its Treatment in 
Health, Weakness, and Disease. 
Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
Pincus. Crown 8vo, Is ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), 

Poems by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6f. each. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth 
extra, Ss. 

Hall.— Sketches of Irish Cha- 
racter. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
numerous Illustrations on Steel and 
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey, 
and G. Cruikshank. Medium 8yo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 7s. Sfl. 

Halllday. — Every -day Papers. 

By Andrew Halliday. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy 

of. With over ioo Facsimiles and Ex- 

Slanatory Text. By Don Felix db 
alamanca. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d. 

HankyPanky: A Collection of 

Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks, 
White Magic, Sleight of Hand. &c. 
Edited by W. H. Crembr. With 200 
II lusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,4s. 6d. 

Hardy (Lady Duff us). — Paul 

Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By 
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post 8vo, illust 
boards, 2s. 

Hardy (Thomas). — Under the 

Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy, 
Author of "Far from the Madding 
Crowd." With numerous Illustrations, 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by : 

The Art of Dresa With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, illustrated 
cover, ll. ; cloth limp, ll. 6d. 

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Coloured Frontispiece and Il- 
lustrations, 6s. 

The Art of Decoration. Square 8vo, 
handsomely bound and profusely 
Illustrated, 108. 6d. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden 
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures 
and numerous Woodcuts. New 
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6f. 

Chaucer for Schools. Demy 8vo, 
clot h limp, 28. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).— American 

Humorists. Including Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward.Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
By the Rev. H. R. Hawbis, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 88. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Garth. I Sebastian Stroma. 

Eliice Quentln. | Oust. 
Prince Saronl's Wife. 
Fortune's Fool. 
Beatrix Randolph. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 

Ml 88 Cadogna. 

Love— or a Name. [Shortly. 



Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. 
Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 18. 



Hays.— Women of the Day: A 

Biographical Dictionary of Notable 
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden 

Wild, and What I Grew There. By 
Francis George Heath, Author of 
" The Fern World," &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 58. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6d. each. 
Animals and their Masters. 
Social Pressure. 

Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. Gd. ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 



Heptalogia (The); or, The 

Seven against Sense. A Cap with 
Seven Bells. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Herbert The Poems of Lord 

Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with 
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Crown 8vo, bound in parchment, 8a. 

Herrlck's (Robert) Hesperldes, 

Noble Numbers, and Complete Col- 
lected Poems. With Memorial- Intro- 
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index 
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index, 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 18s. 

Hesse - Wartegg (Che val ler 

Ernst von), Works by : 
Tunis: The Land and the People. 
With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 38. 6cL . 

The New South-West : Travelling 
Sketches from Kansas, New Mexico, 
Arizona, and Northern Mexico. 
With ioo fine Illustrations and Three 
Maps. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 
148. [In preparation. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings : In- 
cluding the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
With Illustrations. 

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap 
Jack. By One of the Fraternity. 
Edited by Charles Hindley. 

Hoey.— The Lover's Creed. 

By Mrs. Cashbl Hoev. With Frontis- 
piece by P. M acnab. New and Cheaper 
Edit. Crown 8vo, eloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by: 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 
28. 6d.— Another Edition in smaller 
type, with an Introduction by G. A. 
Sala. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 23. 

The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Holmes. — The Science of 

Voice Production and Voice Preser- 
vation: A Popular Manual for the 
Use of Speakers and Singers. By 
Gordon Holmps, M.D. With II us- 
trations. Crown Svo, Is. : cloth, li. 6d. 
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Hood (Thomas): 

Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and 
Verse. Including the Cream of the 
Comic Annuals. With Life of the 
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com- 
plete. With all the original Illus- 
trations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 

Hood (Tom), Work9 by: 

From Nowhere to the North Pole: 
A Noah's Arksological Narrative. 
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun- 
ton and E. C. Barnes. Square 
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

A Golden Heart : A Novel. Post 8vo, 
il lustrated boards, 2s. 

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu- 
morous Works, including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns and 
.Hoaxes. With a New Life of the 
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, g i lt, 7s. 6d. 

Hooper. — The House of Raby : 

A Novel. By Mrs. George Hooper. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Ho rne.— Orion : An Epic Poem, 
in Three Books. By Richard Hen- 
gist Hornb. With ' Photographic 
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum- 
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 

Howell.— Conflicts of Capital 

and Labour, Historically and Eco- 
nomically considered : Being a His-, 
tory and Review of the Trade Unions 
of Great Britain, showing their Origin, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in 
their Political, Social, Economical, 
and Industrial Aspects. By George 
Howell. Cr. 8vo, cl oth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Hugo. — The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Hunt.— Essays by Leigh Hunt. 

A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and 
other Pieces. With Portrait and In- 
troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2a. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Thornicroft's Model. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Co ndemned . 

That other Person, Mrs. Hunt's 
New Serial Novel, will be begun in 
the January Number of Belgravia, 
and continued throughout the year. 
One Shilling Monthly. 



Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A 

Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 28. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs 

of. Collected and Edited by A. Perce- 
val Graves. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 6d. 

Irving (Washington),Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. each. 
Tales of a Traveller. 
Tales of the Alhambra. 

Janvier. — Practical Keramics 

for Students. By Catherine A. 
Janvier. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 

Jay (Harriett), Novels by : 

The Dark Colleen. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 28. 

The Queen of Con naught. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Jefferies (Richard), Works by: 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63. each. 
Nature near London. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. [In the*press. 

Jennings (H. J.), Works by: 

Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo, 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical 
Sketch. With a Photograph- Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jennings (Hargrave). — The 

Roslcruclans: Their Rites and Mys- 
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient 
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By 
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full- 
page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus- 
trations. A New Edition, crown 8vo, 
cloth e xtra, 7s. 6d 1 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by : 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth, Is. 6d. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip 
about Flowers. Illustrated. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants 
we Grow, and How we Cook Them. 

Jesse. — Scenes and Occupa- 
tions of a Country Life. By Edward 
Jesse. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 2s. 

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and 
Edited by Henry S. Leigh. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le- 
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over 
Two Hundred Illustrations. 

Credulities, Past and Present; in- 
cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners, 
Talismans, Word and Letter Divina- 
tion, Exorcising and Blessing of 
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. 
With an Etched Frontispiece. 

Crowns and Coronations : A History 
of Regalia in all Times and Coun- 
tries. With One Hundred Illus- 
tratio ns. 

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With 

Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by William 
Gifford. Edited by Colonel Cun- 
ningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 18s. ; or separately, 68. each . 

Joseph us,T he Com pi eteWorks 

of. Translated by Whiston. Con- 
taining both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and " The Wars of the Jews." 
Two Vols., 8vo, with 52 Illustrations 
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, lie. 

Kempt.— Pencil and Palette: 

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert 
Kbmpt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by: 

Oakshott Castle. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Number Seventeen. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Knight.— The Patient's Vade 

Meoum : How to get most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. By William 
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward 
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.; 
doth, Is. 6 d. 

Lamb (Charles): 

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose 
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori- 

ginal Editions, with many Pieces 
itherto unpublished. Edited, with 
Notes and Introduction, by R. H. 
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and 
Facsimile of Page of the "Essay on 
Roast Pig." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Essays of Ella. Complete Edi- 
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 

Poetry for Children, and Prince 
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care- 
fully reprinted from unique copies. 
Small bvo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected 
from his Letters by Percy Fitz- 
gerald Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 



Lane's Arabian Nights, Sec. : 

The Thousand and One Nights: 
commonly called, in England, " The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments." A New Translation from 
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by 
Edward William Lane. Illustrated 
by many hundred Engravings on 
Wood, from Original Designs by 
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from 
a Copy annotated by the Translator, 
edited by his Nephew, Edward 
Stanley Poole. With a Preface by 
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

Arabian Society In the Middle Ages: 
Studies from "The Thousand and 
One Nights." By Edward William 
Lane, Author of "The Modern 
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley 
Lane- Poole. Cr. 8vo. clo th extra. 6s. 

Lares and Penates ; or, The 

Background of Life. By Florence 
Caddy. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 6s. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by : 

The Story of the London Parks. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 3 s. 6d. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 6(L each. 
Forensic Anecdotes. 
Theatrical Anecdotes. 

Life in London ; or, The History 
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian 
Tom. With the whole of Cruik- 
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after 
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
7a. 6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Witch Stories. 

The True Story of Joshua Davidson 
Ourselves : Essays on Women. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Patricia Kembail. 

The Atonement of Learn Dundas 

The World Weil Lost. 

Under which Lord P 

With a Silken Thread. 

The Rebel of the Family. 

" My Love ! " 

lone. 

Locks and Keys. — On the De- 
velopment and Distribution of Primi- 
tive Locks and Keys. By Lieut. -Gen. 
Pitt-Rivers, F.R.S. With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy Ato, half Rox- 
burgh^, 168. 
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Longfellow: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7l. 6d. each. 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 
Including "Outre Mer" "Hyper- 
ion," "Kavanagh," "The Poets and 
Poetry of Europe," and " Driftwood." 
With Portrait and Illustrations by 
Valentine Bromley. 

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care- 
fully Reprinted from the Original 
Editions. With numerous fine Illus- 
trations on Steel and Wood. 

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical, 
Dietetic, and General Guide in 
Health and Disease. By N. E. 
Da vies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 2s. ; 
cloth limp, 28. 6d. 

Lucy.— Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. 

By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6dV, post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2a. 

Lusiad (The) of Camoens. 

Translated into English Spenserian 
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff. 
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page 
Plates, cloth boards, 188. 

McCarthy (Justin, M. P.), Works 

by: 
A History of Our Own Times, from 
the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. — Also a Popular Edition, in 
Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 68. each. 

A Short History of Our Own Times. 
One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

History of the Four Georges. Four 
Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 128. 
each. [Vol. I. now ready. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. 

Llnley Rochford. 

Miss Misanthrope. 

Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 



Camlola: A Girl with a Fortune. 
Three Vols., c rown 8vo. [ Nove mber. 

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.)7 

Works by: 

An Outline of the History of Ireland, 
from the Earliest Times to the Pre- 
gent Pay. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cloth, |s. 64. 



McCarthy (Justin H.), continued — 

England under Gladstone, 1880-85. 

Second Edition, revised and brought 
down to the Fall of the Gladstone 
Administration. Crown 8vo ( cloth 
extra, 68. 
Doomed ! A Novel. Post 8vo, Is. ; 
cloth, Is. 6d. [Preparing. 

M&cDonald (George, LL.D.), 

Works by : 
The Princess and Curdle. With xx 

Illustrations by Jambs Allen. Small 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Guttapercha Willie, the Working 

Genius. With 9 Illustrations bv 

Arthur Hughes. Square 8vo, cloth 

extra, 38. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron- 
tispiece by J. E. Millais. 

Thomas Wlngfoid, Curate. With a 
Frontispiece by C. J. StanilaNd. 

Macdonell.— Quaker Cousins: 

A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

Macgregor. — Pastimes and 

Players. Notes on Popular Gaines. 
By Robert Macgregor. Post 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Macli8e Portrait-Gallery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Characters ; 

with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical, 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal — illus- 
trative oi the Literature of the former 
half of the Present Century. By 
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por- 
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, 108. 6d. each. 

In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus- 
trations by Thomas R. Macquoid. 

Pictures and Legends from Nor- 
mandy and Brittany. With numer- 
ous illustrations by Thomas R. 
Macquoid. 

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra- 
tions by T. R. Macquoid, Engraved 
by Swain. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d each. 

Through Normandy. With go Illus- 
trations by T. R. Macquoid. 

Through Brittany. With numerous 
Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Evil Eye, and other Stories^ 
Lost Row, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Mackay. — Interludes and Un- 
dertones: or, Music at Twilight. By 
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

Magician's Own Book (The'): 

Performances with Cops and Balls, 
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All 
from actual Experience. Edited by 
W. H. Cremer. With2co Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Magic No Mystery: Tricks with 

Cards, Dice, Balls, &c, with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing ; Training of Perform- 
ing Animals, &c. With Coloured 
Frontispiece and many Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Magic Lantern (The), and its 

Management: including full Prac- 
tical Directions for producing the 
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and 
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C. 
Hepworth. With to Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, la. ; cloth. Is. 6d. 

Magna Chart a. An exact Fac- 
simile of the Original in the British 
Museum, printed on fine plate paper, 
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 5s. 

Mai lock (W. H.), Works by: 

The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith 
and Philosophy in an English Country 
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. ; 
Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The New Paul and Virginia; or, Posi- 
tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Poem 8. Small 4to, bound in parch- 
ment, 8s. 

is Life worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort 

d'Arthur: The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round Table. 
Edited by B. Montgomerie Ranking. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Open ! Sesame ! 
Written In Fire. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oat8. 
A Little Stepson. 
Fig hting the A ir. 

Master man. — Haff a Dozen 

Daughters: A Novel. By J. Master- 
man. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



Marlowe's Works. Including 

his Translations. Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Col. Cun- 
ningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
6s. 

Mark Twain, Works by: 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 
Revised and Corrected throughout by 
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6cL 

The innocents Abroad ; or, The New 
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac- 
count of the Steamship " Quaker 
City's " Pleasure Excursion to 
Europe and the Holy Land. With 
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d.— Cheap Edition (under 
the title of" Mark Twain's Pleasure 
Trip"), post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

Roughing It, and The Innocents at 
Home. With 200 Illustrations by 
F. A. Fraser. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and Charles Dudley Warner. 
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

With in Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6d. — Cheap Edition, 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

An Idle Excursion,and other Sketches. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Prince and the Pauper. With 
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crown 8 vo, 
cloth extra, 78. 6<L 

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 
— Cheap Edition, post 8vo,illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

The Stolen White Elephant, Ac. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Life on the Mississippi. With about 
300 Original Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d. 

The Ad ventures of Huckleberry 
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by 
E. W. Kemble. Crown 8vo f cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

Massinger's Plays. Prom the 

Text of William Gifford. Edited 
by Col. Cunningham. Crown Bvb, 
cloth extra, 6b. 



Mayhew. — London Characters 

and the Humorous Side of London 
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 3s 6d. 
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Mayfair Library, The : 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume. 

A Journey Round My Room. By 
Xavibr de Maistrb. Translated 
by Henry Attwell. 

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by W 
Davenport Adams. 

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by 
W. Davenport Adams. 

The Agony Column of "The Times," 
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Alice Clay. 

Balzac's "Comedie Humalne" and 
its Author. With Translations by 
H. H. Walker. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A Popular 
Abridgment of "Burton's Anatomy 
of Melancholy." 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By 
Brillat-Savarin . 

The Speeches of Charles Dickens. , 

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies, 
and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson. 

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici- 
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T. 
Dobson. 

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
First Series. Containing: The 
Wicked World — Pygmalion and 
Galatea— Charity —• The Princess — 
The Palace of Truth— Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert. 
Second Series. Containing : Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen— Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. Pinafore — The Sorcerer 
— The Pirates of Penzance. 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Collected and Edited by A. Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals and their Masters. By Sir 
Arthur Helps. 

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry 
J. Jennings. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il- 
lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson. 

Pencil and Palette. By Robert 
Kempt. 

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac- 
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from 
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald. 

Forensic Anecdotes: or, Humour and 
Curiosities of the Law and Men of 
Law. By Jacob Larwood. 

Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob 
Larwood. 

Jeux d'Esprlt. Edited by Henry S. 
Leigh. 



Mayfair Library, continued- 
True History of Joshua Davidson. 

By E. Lynn Linton. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton. 
Ourselves: Essays on Women. By 

E. Lynn Linton. 
Pastimes and Players. By Robert 

Macgregor. 

The New Paul and Virginia. By 

W. H. M ALLOC K. 

New Republic By W. H. Mallock. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmonde- 
ley-Pennell. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol- 
mondeley-Pennell. . Illustrated by 
George Du Maurier. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. 
Cholmondeley-Pennell. 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By 
H. A. Page. 

Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. Hugh 
Rowley. 

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By 
Don Felix de Salamanca. 

By Stream and Sea. By William 
Senior. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Thornbury. 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson. 

Medicine, Family.— One Thou- 
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical 
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle 
Age, and Old Age. By N. £. Davies, 
L.R.C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, Is. ; cl., Is. 6d. 

Merry Circle (The) : A Book of 
New Intellectual Games and Amuse- 
ments. By Clara Bellew. With 
numerous illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), 

through Texas, from the Gulf to the 
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri- 
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and 
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas 
Sittings." With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, 
_cloth ext ra, 78. 6d . 

Mid diem ass (Jean), Novels by: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 
Touch and Go. 
Mr. DorlHIon. 

Miller. — Physiology for the 

Young: or, The House of Life : Hu- 
man Physiology, with its application 
to the Preservation of Health. For 
Classes and Popular Reading. With 
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick 
Miller, Small 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 



Milton (J. L.) f Works by: 

Sm. 8vo, Is. each ; cloth ex., Is. 6d. each. 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise 

Set of Rules for the Management of 

the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, 

Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c. 

The Bath In Diseases of the Skin. 

The Laws of Life, and their Relation 

to Diseases^ of the Skin. 

Moncrieff. — The Abdication; 

or, Time Tries All. An Historical 
Drama. By W. D. Scott-Moncrirff. 
With Seven Etchings by Johm Pettie, 
R.A., W. Q. Orchardson, R.A., J. 
MacWhirtek, A.R.A., Colin Hunter, 
R. Macbeth, and Tom Graham. Large 
4to, bound in buckram, 21s. 



Murray (D. Christie), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra. 38. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Life's Atonement. 

A Model Father. 

Joseph's Coat. 

Coals of Fire. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

Vai Strange. 

Hearts. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Way of the World. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular: A Novel. 
Three Vols., cr. 8vo. [January. 

North Italian Folk. By Mrs. 

Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Ran- 
. dolph Caldecott. Square 8vo, cloth 
extra, 78. 6d. 

Number Nip (Stories about), 

the Spirit of the Giant Mountains. 
Retold for Children by Walter 
Grahame. With Illustrations bv J. 
Moyr Smith. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 

68. [ 

Nursery Hints: A Mother's 

Guide in Health and Disease. By N. 
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo f Is. ; 
cloth, Is. 6d. 

O'Connor.— Lord Beaconsfield 

A Biography. By T. P. O'Connor, M.P. 
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface, 
bringing the work down to the Death 
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Oliphant. — White ladies: A 
Novel. With Illustrations by Arthur 
Hopkins and Henry Woods. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2a. 



O'Hanlon. — The Unforeseen: 

A Novel. By Alice O'Hanlon. Three 
Vols., crown 8vo. 



O'Reilly.— Phoebe's Fortunes : 

A Novel With Illustrations by Henry 
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works 

by: 

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth 
extra, 7s. 6d. 

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 10s. 6d. 

Oulda, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth extra, 5a. each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strath more. 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Cecil Castle- 
maine's Qage. 

Idalla. 

Trlcotrln. 

Puck. 

Foile Farine. 

TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

A Dog of Flanders. 



Pascarel. 

Signa. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

PI pi at re Ho. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 
Bimbi. 

In Maremma. 
Wanda. 
Frescoes. 



Princess Napraxlne. Crown 8vo. 
cloth extra, 5s. 

Othmar: A Novel. (A Sequel to 
" Princess Napraxine." Three Vols 
crown 8vo. {.December. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Ouioa by F. 
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo! 
cloth extra, 5s. 



Page (H. A.), Works by : 

Thoreau : His Life and Aims : A Study. 
With a Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with- 
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex- 
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 



Pascal's Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical. In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crie. 
P.D, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. ^ 
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Patients (The) Vade Mecum: 

How to get most Benefit from Medi- 
cal Advice. By William Knight, 
M.R.C.S., and Edward Knight, 
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, ls.6d. 

Paul Ferroll: 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Paul Ferroll : A Novel. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

Paul.— Gentle and Simple. By 

Margaret Agnes Paul. With a 
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson. 
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 



Payn (James), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Lost Sir Masslngberd. 

The Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. | Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her. 

Less Black than we're Painted. 

By Proxy. | High Spirits. 

Under One Roof. | Carlyon's Year. 

A Confidential Agent. 

Some Private Views. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

For Cash Only. | From Exile. 

Kit: A Memory. 

The Canon's Ward. 



Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

A Perfect Treasure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Meroy. 

A Woman's Vengcanoe. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Gwendoline's Harvest. 

Humorous Stories. 

Like Father, Like Son. 

A Marine Residence. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Mirk Abbey. 

Not Wooed, but Won. 

Two Hundred Pounds Reward. 



Payn (James), continued— 

In Peril and Privation: Stories of 
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book 
for Boys. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. 

The Talk of the Town : A Novel. 
With Twelve Illustrations by Harry 
Furniss. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
33. 6d. [Shortly. 

Pears.— -The Present Depres- 
sion in Trade : Its Causes and Reme- 
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays 
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin 
Goadby and William Watt. With 
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Leone 
Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Demy 8vo, Is. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), 

Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full- 
page Illusts. by G. Du Maurier. 

The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de 
Socie*te, Selected and Edited by H. 
C. Pennell. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by: 

Post 8vo, Is. each ; cloth limp, 
Is. 6d. each. 

Beyond the Gates. By the Author 
of "The Gates Ajar." 

An Old Maid's Paradise. [Preparing. 

PIrkis (Mrs. C. L.), Novels by: 

Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, 
picture cover, Is. 

Lady Lovelace. Post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. ( Preparing. 

PlanchS (J. R.), Works by: 

The Pursuivant of Arms ; or, Her- 
aldry Founded upon Facts. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1870. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his 
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Piay-time: Sayings and Doings 
of Baby-land. By E.Stanford. Large 
4to, handsomely printed in Colours, 5s. 

Plutarch's Lives of illustrious 

Men. Translated from the Greek, 
with Notes Critical and Historical, and 
a Life of Plutarch, by John and 
William Langhornb. Two Vols., 
8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6<L 
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Poe (Edgar Allan) :— 

The Choice Works, in Prose and 
Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With 
an Introductory Essay by Charles 
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac- 
simile*. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and 
other Stories. Post 8vo. iHnst.bds.,28. 

Pope's Poetical Works. Com- 

plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2a. 

Price (E. C), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Valentine. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

Gerald. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s, [Preparing . 

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by : 

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Musts. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 
for Every Night in the Year, Draw- 
ings of the Constellations, &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 

Familiar Sclenoe Studies. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Rough Ways made Smooth: A 
Series of Familiar Essays on Scien- 
tific Subjects. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,6s. 

Our Place among Infinities : A Series 
of Essays contrasting our Little 
Abode in Space and Time with the 
Infinities Around us. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. 

The Expanse of Heaven : A Series 
of Essays on the Wonders of the 
Firmament. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Saturn and- Its System. New and 
Revised Edition, with 13 Steel Plates. 
Demy &vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d. 

The Great Pyramid: Observatory, 
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Mysteries of Time and Space. With 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Universe of Suns, and other 
Science Gleanings. With numerous 
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Wages and Wants of Sclenoe 
Workers. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

Pyrotechnist's Treasury (The); 

or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 4a. 6d. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully 

Translated from the French, with 
variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gu stave 
Dors. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 



Ram bosson.— Popular Astro- 
nomy. By .J. Rambosson, Laureate 
of the Institute of France. Trans- 
lated by C. B. Pitman. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, 
and a beautifully executed Chart of 
Spectra, 7s. 6(E 

Reade (Charles), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 
38. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. each. 

Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L. 
riLDss, A.R.A. 

Christie Johnstone. Illustrated by 
William Small. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. Il- 
lustrated by G. J. Pinwbll. 

The Course of True Love Never did 
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen 
Paterson. 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 
of all Trades; and James Lambert. 
Illustrated by Matt Stretch. 

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il- 
lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards. 

The Double Marriage. Must, by Sir 
John Gilbert, R.A., and C. Kbene. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. Il- 
lustrated by Charles Keens. 

Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson. 

Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L. 
Fildbs, A.R.A., and Wm. Small. 

Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier. 

Put Yourself In His Plade. Illus- 
trated by Robert Barnes. 

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated 
by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper. 

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by 
H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R.A. , 
C. Grbbn, and H. Woods, A.R A. 

A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate 
Crauford. 

A Woman Hater. Illustrated by 
Thos. Couldery. 

Read I an a. With a Steel-plate Portrait 
of Charles Reade. 

Slngleheart and Doubleface: A 
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated 
by P. Macnab. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. Illustrated by E. A. Abbey, 
Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash. 

The J lit, and other Stories. Illustrated 
by Joseph Nash. 

Reader's Handbook (The) of 

Allusions, Reference, Plots, and 
Storiee. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer. 
Fifth Edition, revised throughout, 
with a New Appendix, containing a 
Complete English Bibliography. 
Cr. 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
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Richardson. — A Ministry of 

Health, and other Papers. By Ben- 
jamin ward Richardson, M.D., &c. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6B. 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Hep Mother's Darling. 

The Prince of Wales's Garden Party 

Weird Stories. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

Rlmmer (Alfred), Works by : 

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s.6d. each. 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 
50 Illustrations. 

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. 

With 50 Illustrations. 

About England with Dickens. With 
58 Illustrations by Alfred Riumer 
andC. A. Vandbrhoqf. 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Women are Strange. 

The Ha nd s of J u st Ice. 

Robinson (Phil), Works by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
The Poets' Birds. 
The Poets' Beasts. 
Poets' Natural History. [Preparing . 

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful 

reproduction of Major's Edition, with 
9 37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by 
' George Cruikshanx, choicely printed. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6cL 

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by Saints- 
B euve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Roll of Battle Abbey, The; ori 

A List of the Principal Warriors who 
came over from Normandy with Wil- 
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in 
this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Hand so mely printed, 5a. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by: 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With 

numerous Illustrations. 
More Punian a. Pro fusely Illustrated. 

Runciman (James), Stories by : 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; 

cloth limp, 2s 6d each. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart. 



Russell (W. Clark), Works by: 

Round the Gal ley-Fire. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, 6a. ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

On the Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection 
of Yarns and Sea Descriptions. 

In the Middle Watoh. [In the press. 

Sala.— Gaslight and Daylight. 

By George Auous/rus Sala. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations 

of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (16S8 to 184;). Edited 
byHENRYSANSON. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.3s.6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Bound to the Wheel. 

One Against the World. 

Guy Waterman. 

The Lion In the Path. 

The Two Dreamers. 

Saunders (Katharine), Novels 

by : Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Joan Merry weather. 

Margaret and Elizabeth. 

The Hi gh Mills. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Heart Salvage. I Sebastian. 
Gideon's Rock. 



Science Gossip : An Illustrated 

Medium of Interchange for Students 
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. £. 
Taylor, P.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo- 
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, 
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy- 
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or 
6s. per year, post free. Each Number 
contains a Coloured Plate and numer- 
ous Woodcuts. Vols. I . to XIV. may 
be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and Vols. XV. 
to XX. (1884), at 6s. each. Cases for 
Binding, Is. 6d. each. 

Scott's (SirWalterj TMarrnion] 

A New Edition of this famous Poem, 
with over 100 new Illustrations by lead- 
ing Artists. Small dto, cloth extra, 16s. 

"Secret Out" Series, The: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illus- 
trated, 4s. 6d. each. 

The Secret Out: One Thousand 
Tricks with Cards, and other Re- 
creations ; with Entertaining Experi- 
ments in Drawing-room or "White 
Magic." By W. H. Crbmkr. 300 
Engravings. 
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M Secret Out n Series, continued— 

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or, 
Complete Art of Making Fireworks. 
By Thomas Kentish. With numer- 
ous Illustrations. 

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of 
Graceful Arts.Games, Tricks, Puzzles, 
and Charades. By Frank Bellew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky Panky: Very Easy Tricks, 
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic 
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H. 
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 

The Merry Circle: A Book of New 
Intellectual Games and Amusements. 
By Clara Bellew. With many 
Illustrations. 

Magician's Own Book: Performances 
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats, 
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual 
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre- 
mer. 2oo Illustrations. 

Magic No Mystery: Tricks with 
Cards, Dice, Balls, &c, with fully 
descriptive Directions; the Art of 
Secret Writing; Training of Per- 
forming Animals, &c. With Co- 
loured Frontis. and many Illusts. 

Senior.— By Stream and Sea. 

By William Senior. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 28. 6d. 

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis- 
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart, 
Author of " The Village Life." Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 68. 

Shakespeare : 

The First Folio Shakespeare.— Mr. 
William Shakespeare's Comedies, 
Histories, and Tragedies. Published 
accordingto the true Originall Copies. 
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard 
and Eo. Blount; 1623.— A Repro- 
duction of the extremely rare original, 
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra- 
phic process — ensuring the strictest 
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo t 
half-Rozburghe, 78. 6d. 

The Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black, in 
small but very clear type. With 
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's 
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Shakespeare for Children: Talee 
from Shakespeare. By Charles 
and Mary Lamb. With numerous 
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by 
J. Moyr Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 68. 

The Dramatic Works of Shake- 
speare: The Text of the First 
Edition, carefully reprinted. Eight 
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 408. 



Shakespeare, continued — 

The Handbook of Shakespeare 
Music. Being an Account of 350 
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken 
from the Plays and Poems of Shake- 
speare, the compositions ranging 
from the Elizabethan Age to the 
Present Time. By Alfred Roffe. 
*to, half-Roxburghe, 7s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger- 
non Charles Swinburne. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 

Shei ley's Complete Works, in 

Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. ; 
or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. con- 
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab, 
&c, with an Introduction by Leigh 
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems, 
Laon and Cythna, &c % ; Vol. III., 
Posthumous Poems.the Shelley Papers, 
&c. : Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in- 
cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas- 
trozzi. St. Irvyne. &c. 

Sheridan :— 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 
Life and Anecdotes. Including his 
Dramatic Writings, printed from the 
Original Editions, his Works in 
Prose and Poetry, Translations, 
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a 
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full- 
page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals, 
and The School for Scandal. 
Edited, with an Introduction and 
Notes to each Play, and a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by 
Brander Matthews. With Decora- 
tive Vignettes and 10 full- page Illusts. 
Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 128. 6d. 



Short Sayings of Great Men. 

With Historical and Explanatory 
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A« 
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 78. 6d . 

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete 

Poetical Works, including all those in 
"Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial- 
Introduction, Notes, &c, by the Rev. 
A. B. GroSart, D.D. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth boards , 18s. 

Signboards : Their History. 
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By 
Jacob Larwood and John Camden 
Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with 100 Illustrations, 7a. 6d. 

Sims (George R.), Works by : 

How the Poor Live. With 60 Illusts. 

by Fred. Barnard. Large 4to, Is. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. Post 8vo, 

Must, boards, 28. ; cloth limp, 2s 6d. 
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Sketch ley.— A Match in the 

Dark. By Arthur Sketchley. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Slang Dictionary, The: Ety- 
mological, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by : 

The Prince of Argoi Is: A Story of the 
Old Greek Fairy Time. Small 8vo, 
cloth extra, with 130 II lusts., 3s. 6d. 

Tales of Old Thuie. With numerous 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt, 68. 

The Wooing of the Water Witch : 
A Northern Oddity. With numerous 
Illustrations. Small 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. 

Society in London. By A 

Foreign Resident. New and Cheaper 
(the Ninth) Edition, Revised. Post 
8vo, la.; cloth, Is. 6d. [Preparing. 

Spalding.- Elizabethan Demon. 

ology : An Essay in Illustration of the 
Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by Them. By T. 
Alfred Spalding, LL.B. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 5s. 

Spanish Legendary Tales. By 

Mrs. S. G. C. Middlemore, Author of 
" Round a Posada Fire." Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 63. 

Speight. — The Mysteries of 

Heron Dyke. By T. W. Speight. 
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen 
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 

Spenser for Children. By M. 

H. Towry. With Illustrations by 
Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, with 
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 6s. 

Staunton. — Laws and Practice 

of Chess; Together with an Analysis 
of the Openings, and a Treatise on 
End Games. By Howard Staunton. 
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New 
Edition, small cr. 8vo, clot h extra, 5s. 

Stedman. — The Poets of 

America. With full Notes in Margin, 
and careful Analytical Index. By 
Edmund Clarence Stedman, Author 
of " Victorian Poets." Cr. 8yo,cl.ex., 98^ 

Sterndale.~The Afghan Knife: 

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern- 
dale. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 28. 

Stevenson (R.Louis), Works by : 

Travels with a Donkey In the 
Cevennes. Frontispiece by Walter 
Crane. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by 
W. Crane. Post 8vo, ci, lp„ 2s. 64, 



Stevenson (R. Louis), continued — 
Virgin (bus Puerisque, and other 

Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, 

cl. extra, 6s. ; post 8vo, Must, bds., 2s. 
The Silverado Squatters. With 

Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Prince Otto: A Romance. Crown 

8v o, cloth extra, 6s. 

St. John.— A Levantine Family. 

By Bayle St. John. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 

Stoddard. — Summer Cruising 

in the South Seas. By Charles 
Warren Stoddard. Illust. by Wallis 
Mackay. Crown 8vo, cl. extra. 3s. 6d. 

Stories from Foreign Novel- 
ists. With Notices of their Lives and 
Writings. By Helen and Alice Zim- 
mern. With a Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

St. Pierre — Paul and Virginia, 
and The Indian Cottage. By Ber- 
nardin St. Pierre. Edited, with Life, 
by R ev. E. Clarke. Post 8vo, cl. lp., 2s . 

Strutt's Sports and Pastimes 

of the People of England; including 
the Rural and Domestic Recreations, 
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, Pro- 
cessions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period 
to the Present Time. With 140 Illus- 
trations. Edited by William Hone. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Suburban Homes (The) of 

London: A Residential Guide to 
Favourite London Localities, their 
Society, Celebrities, and Associations. 
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and 
House Accommodation. With Map of 
Suburban London. Cr.8vo .cl.ex.,7s.6a. 

Swifts Choice Works, in Prose 
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, 
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the 
Original Edition of " Gulliver's 
Travels." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Swinburne (Algernon Cjj 

Works by: 
The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Fcap. 8vo, 5b. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chasteiard. A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 
Poems and Ballads. First Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 98. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 

Fcap. 8vo, 9s. Cr. 8vo, same price. 
Notes on Poems and Reviews. 8vo,ls. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo, 10g.6d. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Cr, 8vo.l2s.64. 
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Swinburne's (A. C.) Works, continued. 
George Chapman : An Euay. Crown 

8vo, 7s. 
Songs of Two Nations. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
Ereohtheus : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Note of an English Republican on 

the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, la. 
A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 

8vo, 6a. * 

A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr.8vo,68. 
Studies In Song. Crown 8vo, 7a. 
Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, 8a. 
Tristram of Lyoneese, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo, 98. 
A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 8s. 
A Midsummer Holiday, and other 

Poems. Crown 8vo. 7a. 
Marino Fallero : ATragedv. Cr.8vo.6a. 
Viotor Hugo. Crown 8vo,6s. \ Shortly. 

Symonds"— Wine, Women and 

Song: Mediaeval Latin Students' 
Songs. Now first translated into Eng- 
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addington 
Symonds. Small 8vo, parchment, 6a. 

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours : 

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a 
Wife. With the whole of Rowland- 
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours 
and a Life of the Author by J. C. 
Hott en. M ed. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d . 

TaTne's History of English 

Literature. Translated by Henry 
Van Laun. Four Vols., small 8vo, 
cloth boards, 80a.— Popular Edition, 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15a. 

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions 

of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2a. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works 

by : Crown 8vo, cloth ex., 7a. 6d. each. 

The Sagacity and Morality of 
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and 
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom. 
With Coloured Frontispiece and ioo 
Illustrations. 

Our Common British Fossils, and 
Where to Find Them : A Handbook 
for Students. With 331 Illustrations. 

Taylor's (Tom) Historical 

Dramas: "Clancarty," "Jeanne 
Dare," M *Twixt Axe and Crown/' " The 
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife," 
"Anne Boleyn,'» " Plot and Passion.'* 
One Vol., cr. 8vo, cloth extra. 7a. 6d. 
%* The Plays may also be had sepa- 
r ately, at la. each . 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biogra- 
phical Sketch. By H. J. Jennings. 
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 



Thackerayana: Notes and Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of 
Sketches by William Makepeacs 
Thacksrat. depicting H amorous 
Incidents in his School-life, and 
Favourite Characters in the books of 
his every-day reading. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7a. 64L 

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 

Cresslda. | Proud MaJsle. 

The Violin-Player. 

Thomas (M.).— A Fight for Life : 

A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. . 

Thomson's Seasons and Castle 

of Indolence. With a Biographical 
and Critical Introduction by Allan 
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood. Crown Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt edges. 7a. 6d. ^ 

Thornbury (Walter), Works by 

Haunted London. Edited by Ed- 
ward Walford, M.A. With Illus- 
trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

The Life and Correspondence of 
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon 
Letters and Papers furnished by his 
Friends and fellow Academicians. 
With numerous Illusts. in Colours, 
facsimiled from Turner's Original 
Drawings. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 78. 6d. 

Old Stories Re-told. Post 8vo, cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. 

Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Timbs (John), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

The History of Clubs and Club Life 
in London. With Anecdotes of its 
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, 
and Taverns. With many Illusts. 

English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
tricities: Stories of Wealth and 
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights 
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men oi 
Letters, &c. With nearly 5 Illust s. 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

The Way We Live Now. 

Kept in the Dark. 

Frau Frohmann. { Marlon Fay. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. 

The Land-Leaguers. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each. 
The Qoldon Lion of Gran pare. 
John Caldlgate. | American Senator 
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3pe(FrancesE.),Novetaby 
n Bvo, cloth eilra, 3s. 6d. etch; 
Svo. illustrated boards, U. each, 
e Ship* upon the Sea. 



ci,.3a. M-; pott 8vo. illust 

Trowbridge.— Farnel I 

A Novel. ByJ. T.Tboi 



Folly : 

rdijL {PHparing. 



Turgenleff. — Stories from 

Foreign Novelists. By Ivan Tuna 



iVALtosn's (Euw.l Woii5,™iin«il- 
The Shilling Knightage 11886}. Con- 
taining an Alphabetical List of the 
Knights of the United Kingdom, 
short Biographical Notices, Dates 
of Creation, Addresses, 4e. simo, 
cloth. Is. {Prtparing. 

The Shilling House of Common! 
(1886). Containing a List of all the 

and Country Addresses, Sic. 32010, 
doth. la. Published annually. 
The Complete Peerage, Baronet- 
ngn, Knightage, and House of 



by Edward 

1 Illustration:! 



Ss. W. ; pott Bvo, illi ist. boa rds, l a. 

Tytler- (Sarah), Novels by: 

Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3l Sd. each ; 
pott Evo, illustrated boards, 2l. each. 

What She Came Through. 

The Bride 'a Puts. 
Crown Bio, cloth extra, 3a. M.. each. 

Saint Mungo'e City. 

Beauty and the Baas 



:o by f. N 



— . r A Novel. Three 

Van Laun.— History of French 

Literature. By II. Van L«u*. Three 
Volt, demy Bvo, cl. bds., It. Gd. each. 
Villarl. — A Double Bond : A 

Story. By LlHDA Villam. Fcap. 

Watford (Edw.,M.AO,Works"byi 

The County Families of the United 
Kingdom. Containing Notices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa- 
tion, &e„ of more than 11,000 dis- 
tinguished Heads of Families, their 



i. Fish and Flatting, 



9 by Sir Habbis Nicola 
opperplate Illustrations. _. 
n8vo, cloth antique, 7a. 6U 



Large 



Wanderer's Library, The: 
Crown Bvo, cloth eilra. 3a. Sd. each. 
Wanderings In Patagonia; or, Life 
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By 
Julius Biebsohu. Illustrated. 



By Pre 



Africa 



Savage Life. By Frederick Boyle. 

lions by Robt. Cru'ikshank. 
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities. 

By Thomas Frost. 
The Lives of the Conjurer*. By 

The Old Showmen- and the Old 
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost. 

Low Life Deeps. An Account of the 
Strange Fish to be found there. By 



Jaiies Grrekw. 
The Wilds of 

Tunis: The L 
By the Che* 
raoo. With: 



By Jauri 
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Wanderer's Library, The, continued — 

The World Behind the Scenes. By 
Percy Fitzgerald. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: 
Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with Ta- 
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c. 
By Charles Hindley. With Illusts. 

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad- 
ventures of Artemus Ward. By B. P. 
Hingston. With a Frontispiece. 

The Story of the London Parks. 
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts. 

London Characters. By Henry May- 
hew. Illustrated. 

Seven Generations of Exeeut loners : 

Memoirs of the Sanson Family (1688 
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson. 

Summer Cruising In the South 
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard. 
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay. 

Warner. — A Roundabout Jour- 
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner, 
Author of " My Summer in a Garden." 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 68. 

Warrants, &c. :— 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An 
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures, and corresponding Seals. 
Carefully printed on paper to imitate 
the Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 2s. 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza- 
beth, and a Facsimile of the Great 
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper 
to imitate the Original MS. Price 2s. 

Magna Chart a. An exact Facsimile 
of the Original Document in the 
British Museum, printed on fine 
plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 
feet wide, with the Arms and Seals 
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 
Price 58. 

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List 
of the Principal Warriors who came 
over from Normandy with William 
the Conqueror, and Settled in this 
Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the 
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold 
and Colours. Price 6s. 



Weather, How to Foretell the, 

with the Pocket Spectroscope. By 
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met. 
Soc, &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d. 

West ro pp.— Handbook of Pot- 
tery and Porcelain ; or, History ot 
those Arts from the Earliest Period. 
By Hodder M. Westropp. With nu- 
merous Illustrations, and a List of 
Marks. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6d* { 



Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), 

Works by : 

Science Notes. See the Gentleman's 
Magazine. Is. Monthly. 

Science in Short Chapters. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 7a. 6d. 

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown 
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 2s. 6d. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra. 68. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), 
Works by: 

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular 
History of the Darwinian and 
Allied Theories of Development. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 78. 6d, 

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note- 
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. 61. 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio- 
logical. Third Edition, with a New 
Preface. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
with Illustrations, 6s. 

Studies in Life and Sense. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 68. [Preparing. 

Common Accidents, and How to 
Treat them. With numerous Illus- 
trations." Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth 
limp, Is. 6d. [Preparin g. 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by : 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each.; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each. 

Cavalry Life. I Re gimental Legends. 

Women of the Day: A Biogra- 
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem- 
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 58. 

Wood.— Sablna: A Novel. By 

Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2a. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases.- 

A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and 
Out-of-the-way Matters. By Eliezef 
Edwards. New and cheaper issue, 
cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 78. 6d. ; half- bound, 9s. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by: 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 

Caricature History of the Georges. 
(The House of Hanover.) With 400 
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad- 
sides, Window Pictures, &c. 

History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque In Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely 
Illustrated by F. W. Fairholt. 
F.S.A. ' 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by: 

' Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope, 
Land at Last. 
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NEW THREE-VOLUME 

OUIDA'S NEW NOVEL. 
Othmar. (A Sequel to " Princess Na- 
praxine.") By Ouida. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo. 

CHRISTIE M URRA Y'S NE W NO VEL 
First Person Singular. By D. Christie 
Murray, Author of "Joseph's Coat," 
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

J USTIN McCA RTHY'S NE W NO VEL 
Camiola. By Justin McCarthy, 

Author of " Dear Lady Disdain," &c. 

Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



NOVELS IN THE PRESS. 

GRANT ALLEN'S NEW NOVEL. 
Babylon. By Grant Allkn, Author oi 
" Philistia, ,f "Strange Stories,' 1 &c. 
With 12 Illustrations by B. Macnab. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

SARAH TYTLEWS NEW NOVEL. 
Burled Diamonds. By Sarah Tytler, 
Author of " Saint Mungo's City," &c. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

MISS 0'HANLON*S NEW NOVEL. 
The Unforeseen. By AliceO'Hanlon. 
Three Vols., crown 8vo. 



THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 

Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated, 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each. 



BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 

BY GRANT ALLEN. 

Phillstla. 

BY BASIL. 
A Drawn Game. 
^ "The Wearing of the Green." 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
My Little Girl. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
With Harp and Crown. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
By Cella's Arbour. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Ten Years' Tenant. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. I The New A be lard. 
Matt. I Foxglove Manor. 



BY HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 
From Midnight to Midnight. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY WILKIE COLLINS. 



Antonlna. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Ml 88 Finch. 
Miss or Mrs. P 



New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the 

Lady. 
TheTwo Destinies 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves 
Jezebei'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 
I Say No. 



BY DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLS. 
A Castle In Spain. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued— ' 
BY J LEITH DBRWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. I Cirpe's Lovers. 

BY M.J3ETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia, | Kitty. 

BY MRS. ANNIE BDWARDES. 
Archie Lovell. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla. I One by One. 

Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERB. 
Pond u rang Hari. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold. 
In Love and War. 
What will the World Say P 
In Honour Bound. 
Queen of the Meadow. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
A Heart's Problem. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. I Of High Degree. 
Fancy Free. I Loving a Dream. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. | El I Ice Quentln. 

Sebastian Strome. 
Prince Saroni's Wife. 
Dust. I Fortune's Fool. 

Beatrix Randolph. 
Miss Cadogna. 
Love— or a Name. l 

BY SIR A. HELPS. 
Ivan de Blron. 

BY MRS. CASH EL HOEY. 
The Lover's Creed. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Queen of Connaught 

BY HEXRY K1KGSLEY. 
Number Seventeen. 



Piccadilly Novels, continued— 
BY B. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord P 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

by justin McCarthy, m.p* 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

Lin ley Roohford. | A Fair Saxon. 

Dear Lady Disdain. 

Miss Misanthrope. [ Donna Quixote. 

The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. 

BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wingfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open ! Sesame ! | Written In Fire. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



Coals of Fire. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



Life's Atonement. 

Joseph's Coat. 

A Model Father. 

By the Gate of the Sea 

The Way of the World. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY MARGARET A. PA(JL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMBS PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massing \ A Confidential 



berd. 
Best of Husbands 

Fallen Fortunes. 
Halves. 

Walter's Word. 
What He Cost Her 
Less Black than 
We're Painted. - 

By Proxy. 
High Spirits. 
Under One Roef. 
Carlyon s Year. 



i Agent. .- 
From Exile. 

A Grape from a 

Thorn. 

For Cash Only. 

Some Prlvata 

Views. 
Kit: A Memory. 
Th-j Cahon's 

Ward. 

The Talk of the 
Town. 
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Piccadilly Novels, continued— 
BY E. C. PRICE. 

Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READE. 

It Is Never Too Late to Mend. 

Hard Oash. 

Peg Wofflngton. 

Christie Johnstone. 

Griffith Gaunt. I Foul Play. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 

The Course of True Love. 
- The Autobiography of a Thief. 

Put Yourself In His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Wandering Heir. I A Simpleton. 

A Woman Hater. | Read i ana. 

Slngleheart and Doubleface. 

The Jilt. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Her Mother's Darling. 
Prince of Wales's Garden- Party. 
Weird Stories. 

BY F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
Guy Waterman. 
Two Dreamers. 
One Against the World. 
The Lion In the Path. 



Piccadilly Novels, cotttinned— 
BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
Gideon's Rock. I Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. I Sebastian. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Malsie. | Cresslda. 
The Violin-Player. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. 
Frau Frohmann. | Marlon Fay. 
Kept in the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land -Leaguers. 

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY T. A. TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 

The Bride's Pass. 

Saint Mungo's City. 

Beauty and the Beast. 

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. 

Regimental Legends. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 



Post 8vo, illustrated 

BY EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

BY HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences. 

BY MRS. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 
Valerie's Fate. 

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortlboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan, i My Little Girl. 1 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 



boards, 28. each. 

By Besant and Rice, continued— 

The Golden Butterfly. 

By Cella'8 Arbour. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

Twas In Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Ten Years' Tenant. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

BY WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains' Room. 
All In a Garden Fair. 

BY FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Camp Notes. I Savage Life. 
Chronicles of No-man's Land. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 

BY BRET HARTE. 

An Heiress of Red Dog. 
The Luck of Roaring Camp. 
Callfornian Storlee. 
Gabriel Conroy. | Flip. 
Maruja, 

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



The Shadow of 

the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Love Me for Ever. 



The Martyrdom 

of Madeline. 
Annan Water. 
The New Abelard. 



BY MRS. BURNETT. 
Surly Tim. 

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet's Guardian. 

BY MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Cure of Souls. 

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. 

BY WJLKIE COLLINS. 



Anton Ina. 
Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
Woman In White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 



Miss or Mrs. P 
New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
TheTwo Dest I n les 
Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel 'sDaughter 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science 



BY MORTIMER COLLINS. 

Sweet Anne Page. I From Midnight to 
Transmigration. | Midnight. 
A Fight with Fortune. 

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS. 

Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 
Blacksmith and Scholar. 
The Village Comedy. 
You Play me False. 

BY DUTTON COOK. 
Leo. | Paul Foster's Daughter. 

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 

BY JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle In Spain. 

BY J. LEITH DERWENT. 

Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovsrs. 

BY CHARLES DICKENS. 

Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Twist. 
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nlckleby 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued—' 

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES. 

A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell. 

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS. 
Felicia. i Kitty. 

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. Tl Mot son. 
Polly. 

Seventy Ave Brooke Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy Lucre. 

BY R. B. FRANCILLON. 
Olympla, I Queen Cophetua. 

One by One. | A Real Queen. 

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Harl. 

BY HAIN FRISWELL. 
One of Two. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

BY CHARLES GIBBON. 



Robin Gray. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What will the 

World SayP 
In Honour Bound. 
The Dead Heart. 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green 



Queen of the Mea- 
dow. 

The Flower of the 
Forest. 

A Heart's Problem 

The Braes of Yar- 
row. 

The Golden Shaft. 

Of High Degree. 

BY WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin's Guests. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 
James Duke. 

BY JAMES GREENWOOD. 
Dick Temple. 

BY ANDREW HALLWAY. 
Every-Day Papers. 

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter's Sacrifice. 

BY THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. Sebastian Strome 

Eli Ice Quentln. Dust. 
Prince Saronl's W fe. 
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph 

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS. 
ivan de Blron. 

BY TOM HOOD. 
A Golden Heart. 

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER, 
The House of Raby. 






\ 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 

BY VICTOR HUGO. 
The Hunchback of -Notre Dame. 

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornicroft's Model. 
The Leaden Casket. 
Self-Condemned. 

BY JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

BY HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark Colleen. 
The Queen of Connaught. 

BY HENRY KINGSLEY. 
Oakshott Castle. | Number Seventeen 

BY E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kern bail. 
The Atonement of Learn Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
Under which Lord? 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
"My Love!" | lone. 

BY HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

by justin McCarthy, m.p. 



Dear Lady Disdain 
The Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. 



Lin ley Rochford. 
Miss Misanthrope 
Donna Quixote. 
The Comet of a 

Season. 
Maid of Athens. 



BY GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Paul Faber, Surgeon. 
Thomas Wingfold, Curate. 

BY MRS. MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID. 
The Evli Eye. | Lost Rose. 

BY W.H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

BY FLORENCE MARRY AT. 

A Little Stepson. 
Fighting the Air 



Written In Fire. 



Open! Sesame! 
A Harvest of Wild 
Oats. 

BY J. MASTERMAN. 
Haifa-dozen Daughters. 

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorllilon. 

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 



By the Gate of the 

Sea. 
Val Strange. 
Hearts. 



A Life's Atonement 
A Model Father. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 

BY MRS. OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladies. 

BY MRS. ROBERT 0*REILLY. 
Phoebe's Fortunes 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 
BY OUIDA. 



Held In Bondage. 
Strath more. " 
Chandos. 
Under Two Flags. 
Idalia. 

Cecil Castle- 
ma I ne's Gage. 
Tricot r In. 
Puck. 

Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Sign a. 



TwoLlttleWooden 
Shoes. 

In a Winter City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

Moths. 

Piplstreilo. 

A Village Com- 
mune. 

Bimbi. 

In Maremma. 

Wanda. 

Frescoes. 



BY MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

BY JAMES PAYN. 



Lost Sir Masslng- 
berd. 

A Perfect Trea- 
sure. 

Bentlnck's Tutor. 

Murphy's Master. 

A County Family. 

At Her Mercy. 

A Woman's Ven- 
geance. 

Cecil's Tryst. 

Clyffards of Clyffe 

The Family Scape- 
grace. 

Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. 

Best of Husbands. 

Walter's Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen Fortunes. 

What He Cost Her 

Humorous Stories 

Gwendoline's Har- 
vest 

£200 Reward. 



Like Father, Like 

Son. 
A Marine Resi- 
dence. 
Married Beneath 

Him. 
Mirk Abbey. 
Not Wooed, but 

Won. 
Less Black than 

We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof. 
High Spirits. 
Cariyon's Year. 
A Confidential 

Agent. 
Some Private 

Views. 
From Exile. 
A Grape from a 

Thorn. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit: A Memory. 
The Canon s Ward 



BY EDGAR A. POE. 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 

BY E. C. PRICE. 
Valentlna. | The Foreigners. 

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. 

BY CHARLES READS. 
It Is Never Too Late to Mend 
Hard Cash. | Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Foul Play. * 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
Autobiography of a Thief. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Wandering Help. 
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued— 
By Charles Reads, continued. 

A Simpleton. I A Woman- Hater. 

Readlana. I The Jilt. 

SIngleheart and Doubleface. 

Good Stories of Men and other 
Animals. 
BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL. 

Her Mother's Darling. 

Prlnoe of Wales's Garden Party 

Weird Stories. 

The Uninhabited House. 

Fairy Water. 

BY F. W. ROBTNSON. 
Women are Strange. 
The Hands of Justice. 

BY JAMES RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 

BY W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN. 
A Levantine Family. 
BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Bound to the Wheel. 
One Against the World. 
Guy Waterman. 
The Lion In the Path. 
Two Dreamers. 

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 
The High Mills. 

BY GEORGE R. SIMS. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLBY. 
A Match In the Dark. 

BY T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. 

BY R. A. STERN DALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
New Arabian Nights. 

BY BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cressida. I Proud Malsle. 

The Violin-Player. 

BY W. MOY THOMAS. 
A Fight for Life. 

BY WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. 

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way We Live Now. 
The American Senator. 
Frau Frohmann. 



Cheap Popular Novels, continued—' 
By Anthony Trollope, continued. 
Marlon Fay. 
Kept In the Dark. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family. 
The Land- Leaguers. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. 
John C a Id 1 gate. 
By FRANCES ELEANOR TROLLOPE 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 
Anne Furness. 
Mabel's Progress. 

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists 

BY MARK TWAiN. 
Tom Sawyer. 
An Idle Excursion. 
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent 

of Europe. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 

BY C.C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

BY SARAH TYTLER. 
What She Came Through. 
The Bride's Pass. 

BY J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 

BY LADY WOOD. 
Sablna. 

BY EDMUND YATES. 
Castaway. | The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul F erroll Killed his Wife. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, la. each. 
Jeff Brlggs'e Love Story. By Bret 

Harte. 
The Twins of Table Mountain. By 

Bret Harte. 
Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. By 

Julian Hawthorne. 
Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author 

of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Lindsay's Luck. By tbe Author of 

" That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By the 

Author of " That Lass o' Lowrie's." 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. 

PlRKIS, 

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard 
Graham. 

A Double Bond. By Linda VillAri. 

Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon. 

The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
By Tom Jerrold. 

Curly. By John Coleman. Illus- 
trated by J. C. Dollman. 

Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phelps. 

An Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S. 
Phelps. 

Doomed ! By Justin H. MacCarthy. 
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